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THE 

PREFACE: 



IT has been a long complaint of the virtnoas and re* 
fined world, that poesy, whose original is divine, 
should be enslaved to wice and profaneness ; that an 
art inspired from heaven, should have so far lost the 
memory ofits birth-place, as to be engaged in the in- 
terests of hell. How unhappily is it perverted from 
its most glorious design ! How basely has it been driv- 
en away from its proper station in the temple of God, 
and abused to much dishonour f The iniquity of meti 
has constrained it to serve their vilest purpofes, whila 
the son? of piety mourn the sacrilege and the shame. 

The eldest song which history has brought down to 
our ears, was a noble act of worship paid to the God oC 
Israel, when his right band became glorious in power ; 
^ben thy right band, Lord^ dashed in pieces the en'* 
emy ; the chariots of Pharaoh and bis hosts were cast 
into the Red'Sea ; thou didst blow with thy wind, the 
deep covered them, and they sank as lead in the mighty 
Heaters. Exod.xv. — This art was maintained sacred 
through the following ages of thechurch, and employ- 
ed by kings and prophets, by David, Solomon, and 
Isaiah, in describing the nature and the glories of God, 
andin conveying grace or vengeance to the hearts of 
men. By this method they brought so much of hea- 
ven down to this lower world, as the darkness of that 
dispensation would admit: And now and then a di- 
vine and poetic rapture filled their souls far above the 
level of that oeconomy of shadows, bore them away far 
into a brighter region, and gave them a glimpse of 
evapgelig day« TbQ lif^ of aogels was harmoniously 
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breathed into tlie children of Adam, and their fnfncfj 
raised near to heaven in melody and devotion at once. 
In the younger days of Heaihenism, the Muses were 
flevoted to the same service : the language in which' 
old Hesiod addresses them is this ; 

Pierian muses, fam*dfor heavenly lays^ 
Descend, and sing, the Qod your father^ s praise. 

And he pursues the subject in ten pious lines, which I 
could not forbear to transcribe, if the aspect and sound 
of so much Greek, were not terrifying to a nice reader^ 
But some of the latter poets of the Pagan world 
have debased this divine gift ; and many of the writers 
of'the first rank, in this our age of national Christians^ 
have, to their eternal shame,"- surpassed the vilest of the 
Gentiles. They have not only disrobed religion of all 
the ornaments ofverse, but have employed their pens 
in impious mischief, to deform her native beauty, and 
defile herhonours. They have exposed her most sa- 
cred character to drollery, and dressed her up in a most 
.' vile and ridiculous disguise, for the scorn^of the ruder 
licrd of mankind. The vices have been painted like so 
many goddesses, the charms of wit have been added ta 
debauchery, and the temptation heightened where na- 
ture needs the strongest restraints.. Wi-th sweetness- 
of sound, and delicacy of expression, they have givea 
a relish to blasphemies of the harshest kind ; and 
when they rant at their Maker in sonorous numbers, 
they fancy. themselves to have acted the hero well.. 

Thus almost in vain have the throne and the pulpie 
cried Reformation; while the stage and licentious 
poems have waged open war with the pious design of 
church and state. The press has spread the poisoit 
far, and scattered wide the mortai infection : Unthink- 
ing youth have been enticed to sin beyond the vicious 
f ropensities of nature, plunged early into.diieases *nd 

death? 
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death, sonk down to damnation in multicudes. Was ic 
forihisthat poesy was endued with ail these allure- 
menis that lead the mind away in a pleashig capiiviiy? 
Was it forihis, she was furnished with so many intet- 
leciualcbarras, that she might seduee'the heart froni 
God, the original beauty, and the moll lovely of be- 
ings ? Can I ever be persuaded, that those sweet and 
restless forcesofmeiaphor, wit, sound, and numbe-, 
were given with this design, that they should be alt 
ranged uiider the banner of the great malicious spirit, 
to invade therigbtaofHeaven, and to bring swift and 
everlasting destruction upon men? How will these 
allies ofthenetherworld, (he lewdand profane versi- 
fiers, stand aghast before the great Judge, when tha 
bloadof many souls, whom they never saw, shall bs 
laid toibecliaFgeof theirwriiings, and be dreadful. y 
required at (heir hands ? The Reverend Mr. Collicrhas 
set |bls awful scene before them in jnsi and Jlamisj; 
colours, If the application were not too rude and un- 
civil, that noble stanza of my lord Roscommon, oil 
Psalm cxiviij, might be addressed to them ; 

Te dragons, wbase contagious breathy 
peoples the dark retreats of death. 
Change yeur dire hissings into heavenly sotigs, 
A:id praise your Maker with your forked tongues. 

This profanation and debasement of so divine iti 
an, has tempted some weaker Christians to imagine 
that poetry and vice are naturally akin : or at least, tli;it 
verse is fit only to recommend trifles, and entertain 
our looser hours, but it is too light and trivial a method 
loireat any thing iliat js serious and sacred. Th-y 
submit indeed to use it in divine psalmody, but th.'y 
love the driest translation of the psalm best, Ttw-^ 
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in tunes of equal dulness ; but still they persuade 
themselves, and their children, that the beauties of 
poesy are vain and dangerous. All that arises a degrea 
above Mr. Sternhold is too airy for worflxip, and hard- 
ly escapes the sentence of unclean and abominable. 
•Tis strange, that persons that have the BibJe in their 
hands, should be led away by thoughtless prejudices, 
to so wild and harsh an opiqion. Let me entreat them 
not to indulge this sour, this censorious humour too 
far, least the sacred writers fall under the lash of their 
unlimited and un guarded reproaches. Let roe entreaj; 
chera to look into their BiWes, and remember the style 
and way ofwriting that is used by the ancient proph^ 
its. Have they forgot, or were they never told, that 
many parts of the Old Testament are Hebrew verse ?. 
^nd the figures are stronger, and the metaphors bolder, 
and the images more surprising and strange than ever I 
read in any profane wri ter. When Deborah "sings her 
praises to the God of Israel, while she n^arched from 
ihe field of Edom, she sets the earth a tremblings the 
Jjeayens drop, and the mountains dissolve from before 
Jibe Lord. They fought from heaven^ the stars in their 
courses fought against Sisera : When the river of^ 
Kishon swept them away^ that an(;ient river, tj)js river 
Kishon, .0 my soul^ thou hast trodden down strength^ 
Judges v. &c. — When Eliphaz, in the book of Job, 
speaks his sense of the holiness of God., he introduces 
a machine in a vision : Fear came upon me, trembling ^ 
m all my bones, the hair dfmyfiesk stood up i aspirit 
fassed by and stood still, but its form was un^iscernar 
hie*, atv image before ffiine eyes; and.silence :, Then 
J heard a voice, saying, shall mortal man be more 
just than God? &.c. Job iv. Wheu he describes the 
safety ofthe righteous, he i&;V^5 him //•(?/» the scourge 
of the tongue, he makes him laugh at destruction and 
famine, he brings the stones of the field into league 

ifithhim^^nd mak^s the iruts aaimals enter into ^ 

covenant 
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i»v«iiSf^/ of peace, Job V. ui.&c,— When Job speak*. 
lof the grave, how melancholy is the gloom that he 
spreads over it! It is a region to which I must shortly 
go, and whence 1 shall not return : It is a land of 
'darkness^ it is darkness itself^ the land of the sbadov^ 
^f death; all c.on^n^ion^ and disorder, and where jhe 
light is as darkness, Thisis.my bouse^ there have I 
tnade tny bed: I have said to corruption^ Thou art my 
father, and to the wornty Thou art my mother and my 
sister: As for my hope, who shall see it? I and my 
hope go down together to the bars of the pit. Job x. 2 1. 
and xvii. 13, When he humbles himself in complain- 
ings before the almightiness. of God, what contempti- 
ble and feeble images doth he use! Wilt thou break a^ 
leaf driven to and fro ? fVilt thoti pursue the dry stub^ 
if let I consume away like a rotten thing, a garment 
eaten by the motb. Job xiii. 25, &c. Thou liftest me 
pp to the wind, thou causest me to ride upon it, and 
dissolvest my substance. Job xxiii. 22.— Can gny mart 
inventmore despicably ideas to represent the scoun- 
drel herd and refuse of mankind, than those which Job 
uses? Chap. XXX. and thereby he aggravates his own 
sorrows and reproaches to amazement : They that are 
younger than I have me in derision, whose fathers I 
^ould have disdained to have set with the dogs of my 
fock: for want and famine they were solitary, flee" 
ing into the wilderness, desolate and w^ste : they cut 
up mallows by the bushes, and juniper I'oots for their 
meat : They were driven forth from among men (jhey 
fried after them as after a thief^ to dwell in the cliffs 
of the valleys, in the caves of the earth, and in 
rocks : Ampng the bushes they brayed, under the 
nettles they were gathered together ; they were chil' 
dren of fools, yea, children of base men; they were 
yiler than the earth : And now am I their -song, yea, I 
{im their by-word, &c. How mournful and dejected 
Is the language of his own sorrows ! Terrors are turn" 
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^d'Upon him, tbey pursue his soal as the vfind^ and hH 
ifi€lfare passes away as a cloud; bis bones are pierced 
wiibin bim^ and bis soul is poured out ; be goes mourn-^ 
ing wit bout tbe sun, a brotber to dragons, and a com" 
f anion to owls ,' wbile bis barp and organ are turned 
into tbe voice ef tbem tbat weep, — I must transcribe 
one halfofthis holy book, if 1 would shew tbe gran- 
deur, the variety, and the justness of his ideas, or the 
poinp and beauty of his expression : I must copy oiit 
agoodpartof the writings of David and Isaiah, iff 
would represent the poetical excellencies of their 
thoughts and style : Nor is the, language of the lesser 
prophets, especiaily in some paragraphs, much infe- 
rior to these. ^ ■ • 

Now, while they paint human nature in its various 
forms and circumftances, if their designing be so just 
and noble, their disposition so artful, and their colour* 
>ng so bright, beyond the most famed human writers, 
Ijow much more must their description of God and 
lieaven exceed all that is possible to be said by amean- 
.er tongue ? — When they speak of the dwelling place of 
Ood, He inbabits eternity, and sits upon tbe tbrong. 
cf bis holiness, in tbe midst of light inaccessible', — 
When his holiness is mentioned, The,_ heavens are not 
iclean in bis sight : He charges bis angels with folly : He 
koks to the moon^ and it shinetb not, and the stars are 
i^Qt pure before bis eyes : He is a jealous God, and a. 
consuming fire. '"U we spezk of strength. Behold, he 
is strong : He removes the mountains, and they know it 
^t, he overturns tbem in his anger: He shakes ther 
earth from her place, and her pillars tremble : He 
makes a path through tbe mighty waters ; be discovert 
the foundations of tbe world : The pillars of heaven are. 
astonished at bis reproof And after all. These are but 
a portion of his ways : Tbe thunder of bis power wb& 
'0an understand "I — His sovereignty, his knowledge* 
an4 his wisdom^i are revealed Co us iu language vastly 

superior 
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f npetlorto all the poetical a ccoiints of heathen dfvlni- 
ly . Lef the potsherds strive with the potsherds of the 
^arth : hut shall the clay say to him tbatfasbioneth it^ 
M^bat makest thoul He bids the heavens drop do^vn 
from above J and let the skies pour down righteousness^ 
He commands the sun^ and it riseth not^ and he sealetb 
up the stars* It is he that saith ta the deep. Be dry ; 
and he drieth up the rivers, }Voe to them that seek 
deep to hide their council from the Lord; his eyes ar 6 
upon all their ways, be understands their thoughts 
afar of. Hell is naked before him, and destruction, 
hath no covering. He calls out all the stars by their 
names ; he frustrateth the tokens of the liars, and 
Makes the diviners madi He turns wise men backward^ 
0nd their knowledge becomes foolish, — His transcend- 
ent eminence above all things is most nobly represent- 
ed, when he sits upon the circle of the earthy and the 
inhabitants thereof are as grasboppers : All nations 
before him are as the drop of a bucket^ and as the 
small dust of the balance : He takes up the isles as m 
i^ery little thing; Leb^noa with all her blasts is not 
sufficient for a sacrifice to this God, nor all her trees 
sufficient for the burning. This God, before whom 
the whole creation is as nothing, yea, less than nothing 
gnd vanity. To which of all the Heathen gods then 
will ye compare me, saith the Lordl and what shall I 
he likened to ?— And to which of ail the Heathen poets 
shall we liken or compare this glorious Orator, the sa- 
cred describer of the Godhead ? The orators of all na- 
tions are as nothing before him, and their words are 
vanity and emptiness. — Let us turn our eyes now to 
some of the holy writings where God is creating the 
world : How meanly do the best of the Gentiles tallc 
and trifle upon this subject, when brought into com- 
parison with Moses, whom Longinus himself, a Gen- 
tile critic, cites as a master of that sublime sdle, when 
lie cliose to use it i And the Lord said^ Let tbert bt 
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Hght^and there was light ; ht there be chuds andsem^ 
sun and stars^planti and animals^and heboid they are^ 
—He commanded, and they appear and obey : By th^ 
Viford dfthe Lord^ were tin heavens made, and all the 
host of them by the breath of his mouth : This is work- 
ing like a God, with infinite ease and omnipotence. — 
His wonders of providence for the terror and ruin of 
his adversaries, and for the succour of his saints, is set 
before our eyes in the scripture with equal magnifi- 
cence, and as becomes Divinity. When he arises out 
efhis place ^ the earth tremhleth^ the foundations of. 
the hills are shaken because he is wroth : There goes tk 
smoke up out of his nostreh^ and fire out of his mouth, 
dev our eth^ coals are kindled by it. ' He bows the hea-, 
yenSy and comes down^ and darkness is under his feet^. 
The mountains melt like wax, and flow down at hispre^. 
sence. IfVirgil, Homer, or Pindar, we^re; to prepare 
an equipage, for a descending God, they might usft 
thunder and lightnings too, and clouds and fire, to forn\ 
a chariot and horses for the battle, or the triumph ; but 
there is none of them provides him a flight of t^/f/r/^j&s. 
instead of horses, or seats him in chariots of salvation^ 
David beholds him riding upon the heaven of heavens^ 
by his name J AH : He was mounted upon a cherub ani 
did fly, he flew on the wings of the wind; and Habbak- 
kuk sends the pestilence before him. Homer keeps \ 
mighty stir with his Nephelegereta Zeus, arid Hesiod 
with his Zeus upsibremetes. Jupiter, that raises up the 
clouds., and that makes a noise, or thunders on high. 
But a divine poet makes the clouds but the dust of hii 
feet ; and when the Highest gives his voice in the hea^ 
yens, hail- stones and coles offire follow, A di vi n e poet 
discovers the channels of the waters and lays open th& 
foundations of nature ; at thy rebuke, Lord, at the. 
blast of the breath of thy nostrels. When the Holy 
One alighted upon Mount Sinai, his glory covered the. 
heavens: He stood and measured the earth: He her: 

hel^r 
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te!d anJ drove asunder f be nations J and the ever last-' 
ing mountains were scattered : The perpetual bills did 
blow; bis ways are everlasting. Then the prophec 
saw the tents of Q\xs\i2iVi in affliction, and the curtains 
cf the land ofMxd^xm did tremble* Hab.iii. Not did 
the blessed spirit, which animated these writers, for- 
bid them the iise of visions, dreams, the opening of 
scenes dreadful and delightful, and the introduction of 
machines upon great occasions : The divine licence ia 
this respect is admirable and surprising, and the images 
are often too bold and dangerous for an uninspired wri- 
ter to imitate, Mr.Dennishasniai'ea noble essay to 
discQverhow much superior is inspired poesy to tlia 
brightest and best description of a mortal pen. Poi:- 
haps, if his Proposal of Criticism had been encourr. j; ji 
»nd pursued, the nation might have learnt more value 
for a word of God, and the wits o f the at^e m ; j,ht have 
been secured from, the dauger of Deisui: while tbsy 
pusthave been forced to confess atlea^t the clivinJLy of 
9II the poetical book of Scripture, when they see a ge- 
jiius running through them more than human. 

Who is there now will dare to assert, that the doc- 
trines qf our holy faith will not indulge or endure a 
delightful dress ? Shall the French Poet* affright us, . 
by saying, 

De la fey, d^un Chretien les mysteres terrlhlesy 
jy ornemef}s egayeZf ne sont point susceptiblcs ? 

But the French Critic,! in bis reflections upon 
eloquence, tells us, "That the majesty of our religion 
f* the holiness of its laws, the purity of its morals, the 
*' height of its mysteries, and the importance of every 
•f* subject that belongs to it, requires a grandeur, a no- 
bleness 

r. \ " 
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**bleness, a majesty, and elevation of style suftecf t« 
** the theme: Sparkling images and magnificent ex* 
** pressions must be used, and are best borrowed from 
** Scripture: Let the preacher tjiat aims ^t eloquence, 
"read the prophets incessantly, for their writings are 
"an abundant source of all the riches and ornaments 
^^ of speech.'* And, in my opinion, this is far be^^f 
counsel than Horace gives us, when he says, 



Fos exemplar ia Graeca 



Nocturna veriate manu^ venate dlurna^ 

As in the conduct of my Studies, with regard to d!* 
vim ty, 1 have reason to repent of nothing more thaii 
that 1 have not perused the Bible with more frequency; 
50 ifl were to set up for a poet, with a design to ex- 
ceed all the modern writers, I would follow the ad- 
vice of Rapin, and read the prophets night and day. 
1 am sure,the composures of the following book would 
have been filled with much greater sense, and appear- 
ed with much more agreeable ornaments, had \ derived 
a larger portio^j^frora the holy Scriptures, 

Besides, we may fetch a further answer to Mon?, 
336ileau's objection, from other poets of his own coun- 
try. What a noble use have Racine and Corneille 
made of Christian subjects in some of their best trage- 
dies? VVhata variety of divine scenes are displayed, 
and pious passions awakened in those poems? The 
martyrdoinofPolyeucte, how doth it reign over our 
love and pity, and at the same time animate our zeal 
and devotion I May I here be permitted the liberty t6 
returnmy thanks to that fair and ingenious hand* that 
directed me to such entertainments in a foreign lan- 
£uage, which I had long wished for, and sought in vai A 

in 
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bi our own. Yet, I must confess, that the Davidefs, 
and the two Arthurs, have so far answered Boileau*s 
objection in English^ as that the obstacles of attempt* 
ing Christian poesy are broken down, and the vain 
pretence of its being impracticable, is experimentally 

confuted, t 

It is true indeed, the Christian mysteries have not 
such need of ^ay trappings, as beautified, or rather 
composed the heathen superstition. But this still makes 
for the greater ease and surer success of the poet. 
The wonders of our religion in a plain narration and a 
simple dress, have a native grandeur, a dignity, and a 
beauty in them, though they do not utterly disdain all 
methods of ornaments. The book of the Revelation^ 
seems to be a prophecy in the form of an Opera^ or a 
dramatic poem, where divine art illustrates the subject 
with many charming glories ; but still it must be ac- 
knowledged, that the naked themes of Cliristianity 
have something brighter and bolder in them, some- 
thing more surprising and celestial, than all the ad- 
ventures of gods and heroes, ail the dazzling imager 
of false lustre that form and garnish a heathen songf 
Here the very argument would give wonderful aids to 
the muse, and the heavenly theme would so relieve % 
dull hour, and a languishing genfus, that when tho 
muse nods, the sense would burn and sparkle upon the 
reader, and keep him feelingly awake. 

With how much less toil and expence might a Dry-* 
den,anOtway, aCongreve,or a Dennis, furnish ouc 
a Christian poem, than a modern play? There is no- 
things 



t Sir Richard Blackmore, in his admirable prefice to Hf 
iast i>9em entitled Alfred, has more c&piomly refuted all Boi- 
Jkaii s arguments on this subject, and that with great justice and 
elegance, 1 723. / am persuaded, that w any persons who de^ 
i^ise the poetn^ rxQ^d cckiiowledgc ths Jus; igntitnents ef that 
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thing ainongall the ancient fables, or later romances; 
that have two such extremes united in them, as the 
eternal.God, becoming an infant of days ; the Posses- 
sor of the palace of heaven laid to sleep in a manger; 
the holy Jesus, who knew no sin, bearing the sins of 
men in his body on the tree ; agonies of sorrow load- 
iiig the soul of him, who was God over all, blessed for 
everand the Sovereign of life stretching his arms on 
the cross, bleeding and expiring: the heaven and the 
liell in our divinity are inlinitely more delightful and 
dreadful than the childish figments of a dog with three 
heads, the buckets of the Belides. the furies with snaky 
hairs, or all the flowery stories o^ Elysium. And if we 
survey thebne as themes divinely true, and the other 
as a medley of fooleries, which we can never believe, 
the advantage for touching the springs of passion, will 
fall infinitely on the side of the Christian poet; our 
wonder and our love, our pity, delight, and sorrow 
with the long trains of hopes and fears, must needs 
be under the command of an harmonious pen, whose 
every line makes a part of the readers faith, and is the 
very life or death of his soul. 

If the trifling and incredible tales that fbmish out a 
tragedy, are so armed by wit and fancy, as to become 
sovereign of the rational powers, to triumph overall 
the aifections, and manage our smiles and our t^ars at 
pleasure ; how wondrous a conquest might be obtain- 
ed over a wide world, and reduce it, at least, to so- 
briety, if the same happy talent were employed in dres- 
sing the scenes of religion in their proper figures 
of majesty, sweetness, and terror? The wonders of 
creating power, of redeeming love, and renewing 
grace, ought not thus to be impiously neglected by 
those whom Heaven has endued with a gift so proper 
to adorn and cultivate them; an art, whose sweet insi- 
nuations might almost convey piety in resisting na- 
ture, and melt the hardest $ouIs to th^ love of virtue. 

The 
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"The affairs of this life, with their reference to a life to 
come, would shine brighter in a dramatic description; 
nor is there any need or any reason why we should 
always borrow the plan or history from the ancient 
Jews, or primitive martyrs ; though feveral oif these 
would furnish out noble materials for this sort of 
poesy : but modern scenes would be better understood 
by most readers, and the application would be much 
more easy. The anguish of inward guilt, the secret 
stings, and racks, and scourges of conscience ; the 
sweet retiring hours and seraphic joys of devotion ; the 
victory of a resolved soul over a thousand tempta- 
tions ; the inimitable love and passion of a dying God ; 
the awful glories of the last tribunal; the grand deci- 
sive sentence, from which there is no appeal ; and the 
consequent transports or horrors of the two eternal 
words, these things may be variously disposed and 
form many poems. How might fuch performances, 
under a divine blessing, call back the dying piety of the 
nation to life and beauty? This would make relijglon 
appear like itself, and confpund the blasphemies of 
aprofligate world, ignorant of pious pleasures. 

But we have reason to fear, that the tuneful men of 
our day have not raised their ambition to so divine a 
pitch. 1 should rejoice to see more of this celestial 
fire kindling within them; for the flashes that break 
out in some present and past writings, betray an in- 
fernal source. This, the incomparable Mr. Cowleyv 
in the latter end of his preface, and the ingenius Sir 
Richard Blackmore, in the beginning of his, have so 
pathetically described and lamented, that I rather re- 
fer the reader to mourn with them, than detain and 
tire him here- These gentlemen, in ihei^j large and 
laboured works of poesy, have given the world happy 
examples of what they wish and encourage in prose; 
the one, in a rich variety of thought and fancy; the 

other, in all thQ $Wuing colours of profuse and florid 
liigtion, ^» 
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If shorter sonnets were composed on sublime sul3- 
jects, such as the Psalws of David, and the holy tran- 
sports interspersed in the other sacred writings, or such 
as the moral Odes of Horace, and the ancient Lyrics; 
I persuade myself, that the C&/75///7« preacher would 
find. abundant aid from the poet, in his design td diffuse 
virtue, and allure souls to God. If the heart were first 
Inflamed from heaven,and the muse were not left alone- 
to form the devotion, and pursue a cold scent, but on- 
ly called in as an assistant to the worship, theti the song 
would end where the inspiration ceases; the whole 
Composure would be of a pieces all meridian light, and 
meridian fervour ; and the same pioiis flame would ber 
propagated, and kept glowing in the heart of himthac 
reads. Some of the shorter odes of the two poets 
now mentioned, and a few of the Reverend Mr. Nor- 
ris's essays in verse are convincing instances of the 
success of this proposal. 

It is my opinion also, that the free and unconfined 
numbers of Pindar, or the noble measures of Milton 
without rhyme, would best maintain the dignity of the 
theme, as well as give a loose to the devout soul, nor 
tbeck the raptures of her faith and love. Though in 
my feeble attempts of this kind, I have too often fet-^ 
lered my thoughts in the narrow metre of our Psalm- 
translators ; I have contracted and cramped the sense^ 
or rendered it obscure and feeble, by the too speedy 
9nd regular returns of rhyme. 

If ray friends expect any reason of the following 
composures, and of the first or second publication, I 
entreat them to accept of this account* 

The 7V//e assures them that poesy is not the busi- 
ness of my life; and ifl seized those hours of leisure, 
wherein my soul was in a more sprightly frame, to en- 
tertain them or myselfwith a divine or moral song, I 
Iiopel shall find an easy pardon. 
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IN llieF/>5/j8(?5^, are many odes, which were writ- 
ten CO assise the meditations and worship of vulgar 
Christians, and with a design to be published in the 
Volume of Hymns, which have now passed a second 
impression, but upon the review, I found some ex- 
pressions that were not suited to the plainest capacity, 
^nd the metaphors are too bold to please the weaker 
Christian, therefore I have allotted them a place here. 
f Amongst the songs that are dedicated to Diving 
Love^ . I think, I may be bold to assert, that I never 
composed one line of them with any other Resign thaa 
what they are applied to here ; and 1 have endeavour-* 
.cd to s.ecure.them all from being perverted and debas- 
ed to wanton passions, by. several lines in phem that 
can never be applied to a meaner love^l. Are not the 
noblest instances, bf the grace of Christ, represented 
under the figure of a conjugal state, and de$cribed iii 
oneofthesweecestodes, and the softest pastoral that 
ever was written ? I appeal to Soloman''' in his Song^ 
and his father David, in Psalm ±\v, if David was the 
author: And I am well assured, that I have never in- 
dulged aiiecjual licence:. It was dangerous to imitate 
the sacred writers too nearly in so nice an affair. 

The Poens sacred to Viftue^^t. were formed when 
the frame and humour of my soiil was just suited to 
the subject of my verse : the image of my heart is 
l^ainted in them; and,, if they meet with a reader, 
'^^'hose soul isakrn to mine, perhaps they may agreeat- 
bly eiuertain him. The dulness of the fancy, and 
coarseness of expression, will disappear; the sameness 
of the humour will create a pleasure, and insensibly 
overcome and conceal the defects bf the muse. Young 

B geiitlemeti 
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f Solomon's Song rxja^ much fnore in mc amotjg preacherr 
fiud writers cfdi'-Jifnifyy vbcn tbes^ poems were •:*jn'tten^ than i< 
is now, 1736. 
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gentlemen and ladies, whose genius and education 
have given them a relish of oratory and verse, may be 
tempted to seek satisfaction among the dangerous di- 
versions of the stage, and impure sonnets, if there be 
noprovisionof a safer kind made to please them. — 
While I have attempted to gratify innocent fancy, in 
this respect, 1 have not forgotten to allure the heart 
to virtue, and to raise it to a disdain of brutal plea- 
sures. The frequent interposition of a devout thought 
may awaken the mind to a serious sense of God, re- 
ligion, and eternity. The same duty that might be 
despised in a sermon, when proposed to their reason, 
may here, perhaps, seize the lower faculties with sur- 
prize, delight, and devotion, at once; and thus, by 
degrees,draw the superior powers of the mind to piety. 
Amougst the infinite numbers of mankind, there is 
not more ditFerence in their outward shape and fea- 
tures, than in their temper and inward iiicliiiation-. 
Some are more easily susceptible of religion in a grave 
discourse and sedate reasoning. Some are best triglit- 
ed from sin and ruin by. terror, threatening, and amaze- 
ment; their fear is the properest passion to which wo 
can address ourselves, and beg\n the divine work; 
others can feel no motive so powerful as that which 
applies itself to their ingenuity, and their polished im- 
agination. Now, I thought it lawful to take hold oF 
any handle of the soul, to lead it away betimes from 
vicious pleasures ; and if I could but make a compo- 
sition of virtue and delight, suited to the tastg of well- 
bred youth, and a refined education, I had some hope 
to allure and raise them thereby above the vile tempta- 
tions of degenerate nature, and custom,* that Ks yet 
more degenerate. When I have felt a slight inclina- 
tion to satire or burlesque, I thought it proper to sup- 
press it. The grinning and the growling muse are not 
Ijard to be obtained; but I would disdain their assist- 
ance, where a manly invitation to virtue, and a friend- 

ly 
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Ky smile maybe successfully employed. CouM I per- 
isuade any man by a kinder method, I should never 
ihink it proper to scold or laugh at him. 

Perhaps there are some morose readers, that stard 
ready to condemn every line that is written upon tlic 
XhcrnQofLove; but have we not the cares and the ic- 
liciiies of that sort of social life represented to Ub in 
thesacre.d writings? Some expressions are there used 
with a d'esij-n to give a mortifyinij influence to our 
softest affections ; others again brighten the character 
of that state, and allure virtuous souls to pursue the 
divine advantage of it, the mutual assistance in the 
way to salvation. , Are not the cxxvii. and cxxviii* 
Psalms indicted on this very subject ? Shall it be law- 
ful for the press and the pulpit to treat it with a becom- 
ing solemnity in prose, and must tho mention of the 
same thing in poesy be pronounced forever unlawful ? 
It is utterly unworthy of a serious character to write 
on this argument, because \i has been unhappily pol- 
luted by some scurrilous pens? Why a:ay I not be 
permitted to obviate a common and. growing mi^chief, 
while a thousand vile poems, of the amorous kind, 
swarm abroad, and give a vicious taint to the unwary 
reader ? I would tell the world, that I have endea- 
voured to recover this argument out of the hands of 
impure writers, and to make it appear that virtue and 
love are not such strangers as they arc represented. 
The blissful intimacy of souls in that state, will af- 
ford sufficient furniture for the gravest entertainment 
inverse; so that it need not be everlastingly dressed 
up in ridicule, nor assumed only to furnish outthe 
Jewd sonnets of the times. May some happier genius 
promote the same service that I proposed, and by su- 
perior sense, and sweeter sound, render what I have 
written contemptible and useless. 

The imitations of that noblestL/7//« Poet of modern 
ages, Casimirc Sarbiewski of BQland-^ wowVi ^^^^ "^^ 
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excuse, did they but arise to the beauty of the origfi 
nal. I have often taken the freedom to add ten or 
twenty lines, or to leave out as many, that I might 
suit my song more to my own design, or because I 
$avv it impossible to present the force, the fineness, and 
thefire of his expression in our language. There are 
a few copies wherein I borrowed sonie hints from the 
«ame author, without the mention of his name in the! 
title. Methinks, I can allow so superior a genius, 
now and then, to be lavish in iiis imagination, and to 
indulge some excursions beyond the limits of sedate 
judgment: The riches and glory of his verse make 
atonement in abundance. I wish some English pea 
ivould imporc more of his treasures, and bless out 
nation. 

The Inscriptions to particular friends are warranted 
and defended by the practice of almost all the Lyric 
writers. They frequently convey the rigid rules of 
morality to the mind, in the softer method of applause^ 
Sustained by their example, a man will not easily be 
overwhelmed by the heaviest censures of the unthink- 
ing and unknowing; especially when there is a shad- 
ow of this practice in the divine Psalmist^ while he 
inscribes to Asaph or Jeduthun his songs that were 
made for the harp, or (which is all one) his Ljria 
odes, though they are addressed to God himself. 

In the Poems of heroic measure^ I have attempted, ia 
rhyme, the same variety of cadence, comma and pe- 
riod, which blajric verse glories in as its peculiar ele- 
gance and ornament- It degrades the excellency of 
the best versification, when the lines run on by cou- 
plets, twenty together, just in the same place, and 
with the same pauses. It spoils the noblest pleasure 
of the sound: The reader is tired Vv-ith the tedious 
uniformity, or charmed to sleep with the unmanly 
softness of the numbers, and the perpetual chime of 
cvQw cadences. 
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In iheEssays without rhyme ^ I have not set up Mil- 
ton for a perfect pattern; though he shall be forever 
honoured as our deliverer from the bondage. His 
works contain admirable and unequalled instances of 
bright and beautiful diction, as well as majesty and se- 
reneness of thought. There are several episodes in hi* 
longer works, that stand in supreme dignity wiihouc 
8 rival; yetall that vast reverence with which I read 
his Paradise Lost ^ cannot persuade me to be charmed 
with every page of it. The length of his periods, and 
sometimes of hlsparenthesis, runs me out of breath r 
Some of his numbers seem too harsh and uneasy. £ 
could never believe that roughness and obscurity ad-^ 
ded any, thing to. the true grandeur of a poem: Nor 
will I ever affect archaisms, exoticlsms and a quainc 
•pncoutbnes^, of speech, in order to become perfectly' 
jifiltonian.' 'Tis my opinion, that blank verse may ba 
written^ with all due elevation of thought, in a mod-, 
em stile; w.ithput borrowing any thing from Chau-*-. 
cer's Tales, or running back so far as the days of Collia. 
the shepherdizwd the reign.of the Fairy Queen. The; 
qdeness of an antique sound, gives but a small plea- 
sure to the ear, apd abuses the true Telish, even when 
it works delight, ' There were some. such judges of • 
poesy among the old Romans^ and Martial ingeniously 
laughs at one of them, that was pleased even to aston-N 
j^hment with obsolete \vords and figures. ^ 

M.tonit:Usque legis terrai frugiferai. 

So tbe ill drawn postures and distortions of shape v 
that we meet with in the Chinese pictures,, charm a 
sickly fancy by. their very aukwardness; so a distem- v 
pered appetite will chew coals and sand, and pro- 
nounce it gustful. \ 

In the Pindarics I have generally conformed my line 

SO tbe shorter sizs of the angients » ?iud.^\o\^^d^\» 'v'^'^- 
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tnte tbe excessive lengths to which some modern writ- 
ers have stretched their sentences, and especially the 
eon(?luding verse. In these the ear is the truest judge," 
nor was it made to be enslaved to any precise model 
of elder or later times, 

• Aftlr all, 1 must petition ray reader to lay aside the 
50ur and sullen air of criticism, and to assume the 
friend. Let him chuse such copies to read at particular 
hours, when^the temper of his mind is suited to the 
song.. Lethiincoine with a desire to be entertained 
and pleased, rather than to seek his own disgust and' 
aversion, which will notice hard to find. ' I am not so" 
vain as to t'link there are no faults, nor so blind as to 
espy none: Though I hope the multitude of altera-* 
tlons in this second edition are not' without amend- 
ment. There is' so large a dinTerence between this and" 
the former, in the change of titles,' lines, and whole 
poems, as well as in the various transpositions, that it- 
would be useless and endless, and all confusion, for 
imy reader to compare them throughout. '-The addi* 
tion«f also make up almost half the book; and some 
of th3'^e have need of as many alterations as the former.^ 
Many aline needs the file to polish the roughness off 
it. and ma'ly n thou.;ht wnnt'^^ richer language to adorn* 
and make it shine. • Wide delects and 'equal superflui- 
ties may be ibiin i, O'-pecially in the larger pieces ; but* 
Ihave at pics j n n^ritli.M' inciinntion nor teisureto cor-" 
rect, anJ i lo ^a I nev^*r s-hnll. • It is one of the biggest' 
satinaction-: f take in giving this volume to the world, 
that I expC'Ct t") be ever free from the temptation of 
mn.'tiri'j; or mc'idin.T poems again*. So that my friends 
may 'be perfectly secure against this impressionV 

. • i growing' 



* Niitnram ex^elbs fiirca licet, usque? recurrct. Hor, 
mil this short hofe of>\<.n'r e excuse a man ivbo has resisted tta- 
ture iucir}'^ years^ biii has blen sometimes evercom 6 ? j 7^6. £»»- 
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growing waste upon tlieir hands; and useless as the 
former has done. Lee minds thac are better furnished 
for such performances'pursue these studies, if they are. 
convinced that poetry can be nwde serviceable to re- 
ligion and vhftue. As for iny<=e!r^ I a'lcost bluJh to 
think that I have read so little, and written so much. — 
The following yearsof my life shall be more entirely 
devoted to the immediate and direct labours of my sta- 
tion, excepting those hours that may be employed in 
finishing my imitation of the Psalms of David \n Chris- 
tian language, which 1 have now promised to i\\% 
world*. 

1 cannot court the world to purchase this booJ? for 
their pleasure ot entertainment, by telling them that 
any one copy entirely pleases me. The best of them 
sinks below the idea which ! form of a divine or mor- 
al ode. He that dwells in the mysteries of heaven, or 
of the muses, should be a genius of no vulvar mould ; 
and as the name Fate^bolon^s to both; so the furni- 
ture of both is comprised in that line of Horace, 

. Ciii mens divi trior ^ atque os 

^lagna sonaturam* 

But what Juvenal spake in his nc:e abides true In 
ours : A compleat poet or a prophet is-such an one. 

— Qjiajcm nequeo momtrare^ fif sentio t ant urn. 

Perhaps neither of these characters in perfection 
shall ever be seen on earth till the seventh angel has 
sounded his awful trumpet; till the victory be com- 
plete over the beast and his image, when the natives 
gf heaven shall join hi consort with prophets and 

saints. 
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sainw, and sing to their golden harps. Salvation^ horn 
our and glory to bim that sits upon the throne^ and :q 
the Lamb forever. ■■. . . , : j 

I ■ 

May 14, 1709. 
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ON READING 

Mr. WATTS's poems, 

* ' SACRED TO 

?mTr AND DErOTlON. 
EGARD the man who in seraphic lays. 



And flowing numbers, sings his Maker's praise; 
He needs invoke no fabled muse's art 
Xhe heavenly sodg Comes genuine from his heart; 
fi-om that pure heart, which Gobi has deigu'd t* inspire 
With hoiy raptures, and a sacred fire. ^ 
Thrice happy man I whose soul'and guiltless breast, 
Are well prepar'd to lodge th' almighty Guest! 
'Tis HE that lends thy tow'ring thoughts their wing. 
And tunes thy lyre, when thou attempt'st to sing : 
He to thy soul lets in celestial day. 
]£v'n whilst imprison'd in this mortal clay. 
By death^s grim aspect thou art not alarm 'd. 
He, for thy sake, has death itself disarmed ; 
IjJor shall the grave o'er thee a vict'ry boast ; 
Her triumph in thy rising shall be lost, . 
When thou shalt join th' angelic choirs above, 
XXi never ending songs of praise and love. 

T EUSEBIA. 



To Mr. watts, 

ON HIS 

J^OEMS SACRED TO DEMOTION. 

t ! * 
« . . \ i . w 

I. 

TO murmuring streams, in tender strains. 
My pensive muse no more, 
pf love's enchanting force complains, 

*^ 4JloDg the flo w*ry ^horei 



II. 

No more Mirtillo's fatal face 

My quiec breast alarms, 
His eyes, his air, and youth ful grace. 

Have lost their usual charms. 

III. ' 

No gay Alexis in the grove * 

Shall be my future theme ; 
I burn with au immortal love. 

And sing a purer flame. 

IV. : 

Seraphic heights I seem to gaiu, 

A^dsacred transports feel, 
While Watts, to thy celestial strain^ 

Siirpris'd I listen still. 

. V. 

The gliding streams their course forbear. 

When I thy" lays repeat : 
The bending forest lends an ear. 

The birds their notes forget. 

VI.' 

Withsuch-agracefulharmony • 

Thy numbers still pi'oiong;. ,.. . • 

And let remotest lands reply. 
And echo to thy song. 

VII. ' 

Faras the distant regions, Avhere, 

The beautiouffmdrning springs. 
And scatters odonrs through the air. 

From her resplendent wings; ■'• ■ 

VIII. 

Unto the new- found realms ^hich see, 

The latrcrsun arise', ' • " 

When, with an easy progress, he' . 

Rolls down th(^nethcr skies. 

PIIIL0M3JI-A.e 



To Mr. I. WATTS, 

ON READING HIS 

HOR^ LTRICjE. 



HAIL,lieaven-born muse! that w'tb celestial (lamey 
4"d high seraphic numbers, durst attempt 
To gain thy native skies. No common them j 
Merits thy thought,self-conscious of a sou' 
Superior, though on earth detained a whi; • ; 
Like some propitious angel that's ueoli;. id 
A resident in this inferior orb. 
To guide the wandering. souls to heavenly bMi^5, 
Thou seem'Jst ; while thou their everla-ting songs 
Hasc sung to mortal ears, and down to earth 
Transfer'd the work of heaven ; with thou>,^hr yuMi.xe 
Andihi.gb'sonorious words, thou sweetly .sing'sr. 
To thy immortal lyre. -Amazed, we view 
The tow"* ring height stupendous, while thou soar'sc 
Above phe reach of vulgar eyes or thought. 
Hymning th' eternal Father; as of old 
When first th' Almighty from the dm k abyss, 
Of everlastiitgnlght and sikmGe*caird 
The shiumg worlds with one creating v;ord, - • 

And rais'dlrom nothing all the heavenly hosts, 
And with external glories filfd the void, > 

Harmonious seraphs tun'd their golden harps. 
And with their cheerful Halleluiahs bl^s'd 
The bounteous author of their happiness ; 
From orb to orb thealternate music rang, ; 

And from the ehrystal arches of the sky 
R^ach'd our then glorious world, the native seat 
Of the first happy pair, who ioinM their songs. 
To the loud echoes of the angelic choirs. 
And fiifd with blissful hymns, terrestrial heaven. 
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The paradise of God where all delights. 
Abounded, and the pure a'librosial air/ 
Fann'd by mild zephyrs, breath'd eternal sweets. 
Forbidding death and sorrow, and bestow'd * 
Fresh heavenly bloom, and gay immortal youth. 

Not so, alas ! the vile apostate race. 
Who in mad joys their brutal hours employed. 
Assaulting with their impious blasphemies 
The power supreme that gave them life and breath J, 
Incarnate fiends ! outrageous they defy'd ' '^ 

Th' Etemafs thunder, and Almighty wrath 
Peerless provok'd* which all the qther devils 
Would dread to meet; remembering well the day , 
When driven from pure immortal seats above, -^ 
A fiery tempest hurfd them down the skies, ' 
And hung upon the rear, urging their fall 
To the dark, deep, unfathomable gulph. 
Where bound on suiphVous lakes to glowing roclM 
With adamantine. chains, they wail their woes, ^ 
And know Jehovah great as well as good { 
And fix'dforeverby eternal fate, * 

With horror find his arm omnipotent^ 

Prodigious madness ! that the sacred muse, 
First taught in heaven to mount immortal height^ 
And trace the boundless glories ofthe sky. 
Should now to every idol basely bow. 
And curse the D(*ity she once ador'd, * 
Erecting trophies to each sordid vice, . 
And celebrated the infernal praise ' 

Of haughty Lucifer, the desperate foe 
Of God.and man, and winning every hour . 
New votaries to hell, while all the fiends 
Here these accursed lays, and thus oi^tdone^ 
Raging they try to match the human race, ^ 
Redoubling aP/their hellish blasphemies. 
And with loud curswread the gloomy vaujt^ 
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, Ungrateful mortals ! ah! too late you'll findj 
What'tistobanter heaven and laugh at bell; 
To dress up vice in false delusive charms. 
And with gay colours p^int her hideous face. 
Leading besotted souls through flow'ry paths. 
In gaudy dreams and vain fantastic joys 
To dismal scenes of everlasting woe ; 
When the great Judge shall rear his awful thronei 
And raging flames surround the trembling; globei 
While the loud thunders roar from pole to pole. 
And the last trump awakes the sleeping dead; 
And guilty soiils to ghastly bodies driven. 
Within those dire eternal prisons sbut. 
Expect their sad Inexorable doom. 
Say now, ye men of wit ! What turn of thought 
Will please you then ! Alas, how dull and poor, . 
Ev'n to yourselves will your lewd flights appear I 
How will you envy then the happy fate 
Of idiots I andperhap.s in vain you'll ii>isb, 
Vou'd been as very fools as once you thought 
Others, for the sublimest wisdom scornM; 
When pointed lightnings from the wrathful Judge 
Shall sing your iawrels, and the men 
Who thought they flew so high shall fall so low. 

No more, my muse, of that tremendous thought, 
Resume thy more delightful thetne, and sing 
Th' immortal man, that with immortal verse 
Rivals the hymns of angels, and like them 
Despises mortal crUics idle rules : 
While the celestial flame that warms thy soul 
Inspires us, and with holy transport moves 
Our labouring minds, and nobler scenes presents 
Than all the Pagan poets ever sung. 
Homer, or Virgil ; and far sweeter notes 
Than Horace ever taught his sounding lyre. 
And purer far, though Martial's self might §ecm 

Amodeistpoetin ourCliji§tiaud^ys« 






May those forgotten and neglected lie, 
T:o more let men be fond of fab'lous gods, 
fii.'T heathen wit debauch one Christian line, 
V/i'iile wU'h the coarse and daubing paint we hidcj^ 
The shiniui^ beauties of eternal truth, 
Thnt in her native dress, appears most bright. 
And cbdrr.isthe eyes of angels.— Oh I like thee 
Lj: every nobler genius tune his voice 
1o siihiccr^ worthy of their tow'ring thoughts. 
Let IIE'AVEN and Anna then your tuneful art 
L-'/jove ^l^d coiisecrate your deathless lays 
To him who i-feigns above, and her who rules below; 

JOSEPH SrANDEN. 
y/z>;// 17, IJ06, 



To Mr. watts, 

ON HIS 

tolFINE POEMS. 

SAY, human seraph, whence that charming forcej 
Thatflame! that soul! which animates each linei 
And how it runs with such a graceful ease, 
Leaded with pond'rous sense! Say, did not He, 
Tlie lovely Jesus, who commands thy breast, 
!::;>; *ire thed with himself? With Jesus dwells^ 
Ki.it in mystcfious bands, the Paraclete, 
'J 1 e breath of God, the everlasting source 
(): !ove: and what is love in souls like thine,* 
i'lit rdi: and incense to the poet's fire? 
JSl.DUld^an expiring saint, whose swimming eyes 
iMingle the images of things about hiiri, 
liUit here the least exalted of thy strains, 
liovv greedily he'd drink the music in, 
'fh Hiking his heavenly convoy waited near! 
So great a stress Of pow'rful harmony, 
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^JatUre, unable longer to siiscain. 

Would sink opprest with joy to endless rest. 

Let none henceforth of providence complain, 
As^f the world of spirits lay unknown, 
FencM round with black impenetrable night; 
What though no shining angel darts fr6m*thencej 
With leave to publish things conceal'd from sense. 
In language bright as theirs, we are here told. 
When life its narrow round of years hath roird. 
What 'tis employs the bless'd, what makes their bliss 3 
Songs such as Watts's are, and love like his. 

But then, dear Sir, be cautious how you use. 
To transporiis so intensely rais'd your muse. 
Lest while the ecstatic impulse you obey. 
The soul Idap out, and drop the duller clay. 

HENRY GROVEj 

Scpf. 4, 1706 d 

" '- " ""> 

To Dr. watts, 

ON THE \, 

FIFTH EDITION OF HIS H0R7E LYRICifi* 

SOVEREIGN of sacred verse, accept the lays 
Of a young bard that dares attempt thy praise, 
A muse, the meanest of the vocal throi>g, 
JJew to the bays, nor equal to the song. 
Fir'd with the growing glories of thy fame,' 
Joins all her powers to celebrate thy name. 

No vulgar themes thy pious muse engage. 
No scenes of lust pollute thy sacred page- 
You in majestic numbers mount the skies, 
And meet descending angels as you rise. 
Whose just applauses charm the crowded grovesji 
Aud Addlsoa thy tuueful SO"iJ apptoN^^* 
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Soft harmony and manly vigour join 

To fbrm the beauties of each sprightly lioe> 

Foreyery grace of every muse is thii^e. 

Miiton, immortal bard, divinely bright. 

Conducts his favVite to the realms of light, , . . 

Where R^hael's lyre charms the celestial throng 

delighted cherubs listening to the song ; 

From bliss to bliss the happy beings rove. 

And taste the sweets of music and of love^ . 

J3nt wlien the softer scenes of life you paintj 

And join the beauteous virgin to the ^aint. 

When you describe how few the happy pairij 

Whose hearts united soften all their cares. 

We see to whom the sweetest joys belong. 

And Myra's beauties consecrate your song; 

Fain thQ unnumber'd graces t would tell. 

And on the pleasing theme forever dwell ; 

But the muse faints, unequal to the flight, , 

And h€trs thy strains with wonder and delightl 

When tombs of princes shall iii ruins lie, 

And all but heaven-born ^iV/^y shall die ; 

When the last trumpet wakes the silent dead. 

And each lascivious poet hides his head. 

With thee shall thy divine Urania rise, 

Crown'd with fresh laurels to thy native skies : ., 

Great Howe and Gouge, shall hail thee on thy way. 

And welcome thee to the bright realms of day, 

Adapt thy tuneful notes to heav'nly strings. 

And join the Lyric Ode while some fair seraph sings* 

Sic spirat, sic optat 
Tui amantissimuu 

BRITANNICUS. 



HOR^ LYRICJE. 



BOOK I. 

SJCRED TO DEVOTION AND PIETT. 



Worshipping with Fear. 

I. 

•T^HO dares attempt th' Eternal namey 

W With notes of mortar sound? 
Dangers and glories guard the theme. 
And spread despair around. 

II. 

Destruction waits t' obey his frown. 
And heaven attends bis smiles; 

A wreath of lightening arms his crown, 
But love adorns it still. 

III. 
Celestial King, our spirits lie. 

Trembling beneath thy feet, 
/ind wish, and cast a longing eye. 

To reacfr thy lofty seat. 

IV. 

When shall w^ see the great unknown, 

And in thy presence stand ? 
Reveal the splendors of thy throne. 

Sat shield us with thy hand. 

C 
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Book I. 



In thee what endless wonders meetl 
What various glories shines ! 

The crossing rays too fiercely beat 
Upon our fainting minds. 

VI. 

Angels are lost in sweet surprize 

If thou unvail thy grace ; 
^nd humble awe runs through the skies. 

When wrath arrays thy face. 

VII. 

WTien merCy" Joins with majesty. 
To spread their beams abroad, 

Not all their fairest mmds on high 
Are shadows of a God. 

VIII. 

Thy works the strongest seraph sings 

(n a too feeble strain. 
And labours hard on all his strings 

To reach thy thoughts in vain. 

IX. 

Created powers how wealc they b^! 

How short their praises fall! 
So much akib to nothing we. 

And thou th' Eternal all. 



Asking leave to Sing. 
I. 

YET mighty God indulge my tongue. 
Nor let thy thunders roar, 
Whilst the youiig notes and vent'rous song 
To worlds of glory soar. 
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*«. 

If thou my darling flight forbfd, * 

The muse folds up her wings : 
Or at thy word her slender reed 

Attempts almighty things. 

III. 

Her slender reed inspired by thee. 

Bids a new Eden grow. 
With blooming life on evVy tree 

And spreads a heaven beioV. 

IV. 

She mocks the trumpet's loud alarms^ 

Fill'd with thy dreadful breath ; 
And calls th* angelic host to arms. 

To give the nations death. 

V. 

But when she tastes her Saviour's lOYCf 

And feels the rapture strong, 
Scarce the divinest harp above 

Alms at a sweeter song. 



9 



Divine Judgment. 

I. 

NOT from th"^ dust my sorrows spring. 
Nor drop my comforts from the .lower skfesj 
Let all the baneful planets shed 
Their mingled curses on my head. 
How vain their curses, if th' Eternal King 
Look through the clouds and bless me with his eyes^ 
Creatures with all their boasted sway 
Are but his slaves, and must obey; 
They wait their orders from above; 

And ej^ecute bis word, the vengeaace>oi \\ie\o\,^. 
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11. 

TJs by a warrmu from -his hand 

The gentler gales are bound to sleep : 
The north wftid blusters and assumes command 

Over the desart and the deep ; 

Old Boreas with his freezing pow'rs 
Turns the earth iron, makes the ocean glass. 
Arrests the dancing ri v'lets as they pass, 

And chains them moveless to their shores ; 
The grazing ox, lows to the gelid skies. 
Walks o'er the marble meads with withering eyes. 
Walks o'er the solid lakes, snuffs up the wind, and dies. 

III. 

Fly to the. polar world, my song. 
And mourn the pilgrims there (a wretched throng Q 

Seiz'd and bound in rigid chains 
A troop of statues on the Russian plains. 
And life stands frozen in the purple veins. 

Atheist, forbear; no more blaspheme: 
God has a thousand terrors in his name, 

A thousand armies at command. 

Waiting the signal of his hand. 
And magazines of frost, and magazines of flame. 

Dress thee in steel to meet his wrath; 

His sharp-artillery from the North 
Shall pierce thee to the soul^and shake thy mortal frame* 

Sublime on Winter's rugged wings 

He Fides in arms along the sky, 
And scatters fate on swains and kings; 

And flocks and herds, and nations die; 

While impious lips profanely bold. 
Grow pale ; and quiv'rlng at his dreadful colif^ 

Give ttieir own blasphemies the lie. 

IV. 

The mischiefs that infest the earth* 
When the dog-star fires the realms on'higli> 



Sacred to Devotion, &c* 3^' 

Drought and diseases, the cruel dearth. 
Are but the flashes of the wrathful ey« 
' From the incens'd Divinity. 

In vain our parching palates' thirsty 
For vital food In vain we cry. 

Aid pant for vital breath ; 

The verdant fields are burnt to dust* 

The sun has drank the channels dry. 
And all the air is death. 

Ye scourges of our Maker's rod, 
^Ti&at his dread command, at his imperial nod 

You deal your various plagues abroad. 

V. 

Hall, whirlwinds, hurricanes, and floods 

That all the leafy standards strip. 

And bear down with a mighty sweep 
The riches of the fields, and honours of the woods 5 

Storms thar ravage o'er the deep, 
And bury millions in the waves: 

Earthquakes, that in midnight-sleep 
Turns cities into heaps,and makes our beds our graves;; 

While you dispense your mortal harms, 
•Tisthe Creator^s voice that sounds your ioud,a]arms. 
When guilt with louder cries provokes a Gop to arms- 

VI. 

for a mbssage from above 
To bear my spirits up! 

Some pledgfe of my Creator's love 
To calm my terrors artd support my hope f 

Let waves and thunders mix and roar, 
Be thou my God, and the whole world is niiilei 
White thoii^art Sovereign, I'm secure v 

1 shall b6 rich' till thou art poor^ [thine* 
,For all 1 fear, and all I wish, heaven, earth, and hell, zi& 
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Heaven and Earth. 
I. 

HAST thou not seen, impatient boy? 
Hast thou not read .the solemn, truth. 
That grey experience writes for giddy youth 
On every mortal joy? 
Pleasure must be dasb'd with pain : 
And yet with heedless haste. 
The thirsty boy repeats the taste. 
Nor hearkens to despair^ but tries the bowl again. 
The rills of pleasure never run sincere ; 

(Earth has no unpolluted spring) 
From the qurs'd soil ; some dangerous taint they bear j 

So roses grow on thorns, and honey wears a sting. ' 

■ ^ ■■..,. ■ .. . . ^ • • . 

• • II. 

In vain we seek a heaven below the sky; 

The worid has false but flatt'ring charms; 
Its distant joys show big in our esteem. 
But lessen still as they draw near the eye; 

In t)Uf fembrace the visions die, 

And when we grasp the airy forms 
We loose the pleasing dream. ' 

III. 

Earth, with her scenes of gay deligh;, 

Is but a landscape riidely drawn, 

With glaring colours, and false light; 

Distance commends it to the sight, 
For fools to gaze upon ; 

But bring die nauseous daubing nigh, 
Coafse'and cpnfus'd the hideous figures lie. 
Dissolve the pleasure, and offend the eye. 

IV. 

look up, my soul, point tow'rd th' eternal hills; 
Those hcav'ns are fairer than they seem; 
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There pleasures all sincere glide on in cbryscal rills. 

There nor a dreg of guilt defiles. 
Nor grief disturbs the stream. 

That Canaan knows no noxious thing, 

No cursed soil, no taiinted spring, 
Nor roses grow on thorns, nor honey wears a sting. 
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felicity AbovB* 

I. 



N 



O, 'tis in vain to seek for bliss ) 
_ . For bliss can ne'er be found 
Till we arrive where Jesus is. 
And tread on heav'nJy ground. 



II. 



There^s nothing round these painted skies. 

Or round his dusky clod ; 
Nothing, my soul, that's worth thy joys, 

Or lovely as thy God. 



IIL 
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'Tis heaven on earth to taste his lovCj 
To feel his quick'ning grace ; 

And all the heav'n I hope- above 
Is but to see his face. 

IV. 

Why move my years in slow delay? 

O God of ages ! why ? 
Let the spheres cleave, aud mark my way 

To the superior sky. 
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V. 

Dear SovVeign, break these vital strings^ 

That bind me to the clay ; 
Taice me, Uriel, oa thy wings. 

And screech and soar away. 
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God's Dominion and Decrees^ 

L 

KEEP silence,^^!] created thingi, 
And wait your Maker's nod ; 
The muse stands trembling while she siqgs^ 
The honours Qf her God, 

IL 

Life, death, and hell, and worlds unknowQ 

Hang on his firm^cree: 
He sits on no precarious thronOj^ 

Nor borrows leave to Be, 

IIL 

Th' Almighty Voice bid ancient nlg^t 

Her endless realms resign. 
And lo, ten thousand globes of llgbi; 

In fields of azure shine. 

Now wisdom with superior sway 

Guides the vast moving frame. 
While all the ranks of being pay 

Deep reverence to his name, 

V, 

He spake; the sim obedient stood. 

And held the falling day; 
Old Jordan backward drives his floods 

And disappoints the sea. 
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VI. 
Lord of the armies of the sky. 

He marshals all the scars; 
Red comets life their banners high. 

And widQ proclaim his ways* 

vii; 

ChatnM to his throne a volume lies^ 
With all the faces of men 

With ev'ry angels form andsixe 
Drawn by th* eternal pen* 

VIII. 

His providence unfolds the book* 
And makes his counsels shine \ 

Each op'ning leaf, and ev'ry stroke. 
Fulfils some deep design. " 

IX. 

Here he exalts neglected worms. 

To scepcres and a crown : 
Anon the following page he turns. 

And treads the monarch dawn. 

X. 

Not Gabriel a^ks the reason why, 
yJo^ God the reason gives; 

Nor dares the favourite angels pry 
l^ecwecn the folded leaves. 

xr. 

My God I never long'd to see 
My fate with curious eyes> 

What gloomy lines are writ for me. 
Or what bright scenes shall rise* 

XII. 
In thy f^ir book of life and grace 

May I but see my name,. 
Recorded in some humble place 

Beneath my Lord the Laoib. 
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Self-Consecration^ 
h 

IT grieves me Lord, it grieves me sore. 
That rhave liv'd to thee no more, 
And wasted half my days; 
My inward pdw'r shall burn and flame. 
With inward passion for thy name, 
I would not speak, but for ^ly God, nor move, but 
to his praise. 

n. 

What tare my eyes but aids to see 
The glories of the Deity 

Inscribed with beams of light 
On flowVs and stars? Lord, I behold 

The shining azure, green and gold ; 
But when I try to readthynameja dimness veils my sight 

nL 

Mine ears are rais'd when Virgin sings. 

Sicilian swains, or Trojan kings. 
And drink the music in ; 
Why should the trumpets brazen voice. 
Or oaten reed awake my joys, fgin. 

And yet ray heartso^tupid lie when sacred hymns be- 

IV. 

Change me, O God ; my flesh shall be • 
An instrument of song to thee, 
And thou the notes inspire;. 
My tongue shall keep the heav'niy chime. 
My cheerful pulse shall beat the time, [spire. 

And sweet variety of sound, shall in thy praise con- 

V. 
The dearest nerve about my heart. 
Should it refuse to' bear a part, 
.With my melodious breath, 
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rd tear away the vital chord, 
A bloody victim to my Lord,, 
And live without that impious string, or shew my 
zeal in death. 
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The Creator and Creatures, 

m 

I. 

GOD is a name my soul adores, 
Th' Almighty Three, th' Eternal One 5 
Nature and grace with all their pow'rs, 
Confess the infinite unknown. 

II. 
From thy Great Selfjthy being springs; 
Thou art thine own original!. 
Made up of uncreated things, . 
And self-sufficience bears them all. 

IIL. 
Thy voice produc'd the seas and spheres, 
Bid the waves roar and planets shine; 
But nothing like thy self appears. 
Through all theso spacious works of thine. 

IV. 

Still restless nature dies and grows; 
From change to change the creatures run : 
Thy being no succession knows. 
And all thy vase designs are one : 

V. 

A glance of thine runs' thro' the globes. 
Rules the bright worlds, and moves their frame: 
Broad sheets of light compose thy robes; 
Thy guards are form'd of living flame^ 
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VI. 

Thrones and dominions round thee fall. 
And worship io submissive formis; 
Thy presence shalces this lower ball. 
This little djveiling-place of worms. 

vn. 

How shall affrighted mortals dare • 
To sing thy glory or thy grace. 
Beneath thy feet we h> so far. 
And see but shadows of thy face^ 

VIII. 
Who can behold the blazing light? 
Who can approach consuming flame? 
None but thy wisdom know« thy might; 
None but thy word can speak thy name. 

The NaPivhy: of CnKnT^ 
\ 1. 

« QHEPHERDS, rejoice, lift up yoiir eyes, 

O * And send your fears away; 
*Ncws from the re^on of the skies, 

' Salvati(«'3 bora to-day. 

IL 

* Jesus, the God, whom angels fear, 

'Comes down to dwell with you; 

* To-day, he makes his entrance here, 

* But not as monarchs do* 

III. 

*No gold, nor purple swaddling bands^ 

' Nor royal shining things; 
^A manger for his cradle stands, 

^Aud holds the Klog of kings. 
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IV. 

V 

* Go shepherds, wfeere the ififant Iks^ 

*And see his humble throne; 
*With tears of joy 'm all your eyes, 

* Go» shepherds, kiss tke San.* ' 

V. 

Thus Gabriel sang, and straight afoutMl 

The heavenly armies throng. 
They tune their harps to lofty sounds 

AndTthus conclude the soog: 

VI. 

* Glory to God that reigns above, 

* Let peace surround the earth ; 

« Mortals shall know their Malcef s lovCi 

* At jtheir Redeemer's birth.* 

VII. 
Lord ! and fihtiU angels have their songs^ 

And men no tunes to raise? 
O may we lose those useless tongues 

When they forget to praise ! 

VI!I. 

Glory to God that reigns above. 

That pitied us forlorn. 
We join to sing our Maker^s love. 

For there's a Saviour born* 



God Glorious^ and Sinners Saved. 

I. 

FATHER how wide thy glories shines! 
How high thy wonders ri.«e! 
Known through the earth by thousand signs^ 
By thousand through the skies* 
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IL 

Those mighty orbs proclaim thypower^ 
Their motion speak thy skill: 

And on the wings of ev'ry hour. 
We read thy patience .stili; 

III. 

Part of thyiiame divineJy stands 

On all thy creatures writ. 
They shew the labour of thine handi^ 

Or impress of thy feet. 

IV. 

But when we view thy strange design 

To save rebellious worms. 
Where vengeance and compassion join 

In their divinest forms; 

V. 

Our thoughts are lost in reverend awe. 

We love and we adore; 
The firft arch-angel never saw 

So much of God before. 

VL ^ 

Here the whole Reity is known. 

Nor dares a creature guess 
Which of the glojies brightest shone, 

The justice or the grace. 

VIL 

When sinners broke the Father's laws, 

The dying Son atones ; 
Oh .the dear myst'ries of his cross! 

The triumph of his groans I 

VIII. 

Now the: full glories of the Lamb 

Adora the heavenly plains ; 
Sweet ^cherubs learn ImmanuaPs name^ 

And try their choicest strains^ 
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IX. 

O may I bear, some humble part 

In that immorial song I 
Wonder and joys shall time my heart. 

And Jove command my tongue/ 

The humble Enquiry. 

A FRENCH SONNET IMITATED. 1695. 
* . Crafid^Dieu^ tes Jugemem^ &c, 

I. 

GRACE rul^s below, and sits enthroned above. 
Hqw few the sparks of wrath ! how slow they 
And drop and die in boundfess seas of love \ [move, 

II. 

But me, vile wretch ! should pitying love embrace 
Deep in its ocean, hell itself would blaze, ; 
And flash, and burn m^ through the boundless seas* 

III. 
Yea, Lor^, my guilt to sucl> a vastness gtown 
Seems to confine thy choice to wrath alone. 
And calls thy power to vindicate thy throae. 

IV. 

Thine honour bids, Avenge thine injur" d Name^ 
Thy slighted loves a dreadful glory claim. 
While my moist tears might but incense thy flame. 

V. 
Shou'd heav'n grow black. Almighty thunder roar. 
And vengeance blast me, 1 could plead no more, 
But own thy justice dying, and adore. 

VI. 

Yet can those bolts of death that cleave the flood. 
To reach a rebel, pierce this sacred shroud, 
TJ-ng'd in the vital stream of my Rccicemer's bloods 
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The Penitent Pardoned. 

\. 

HENCE from my soul, tny sins depart. 
Your fatal friendship now I see. 
Long have you dwelt too near my heart. 
Hence to eternal distance flee. 

11. 

Ye gave my dying Lord his wound. 
Yet r caress'd your viperous hrood. 
And in my heart-strings lapp'd you round. 
You, the vile murderers of ray' God. 

IlL 
Bla!ck heavy thoughts like mountains, foil 
O'er my poor breast, with boding fears. 
And crushing hard my tortur'd soul. 
Wring through my eyes the briny tears. 

IV. 

Forgive my treasons, Prince of Grace, 
The bloody ^ew% were traitors too. 
Yet tht)ir hat?t r^y'd for that curs*d race. 
Father^ they knov^mt what they do. 

V. 

Great Advocate, look down and see 
A- wretch whose smarting sorrows bleed; 
O plead the same excuse for me ! 
For^ Lord, I knew not what I did. 

VL 
Peace, my complaints ; let every groan 
Be still, and silence wait his love; 
Compassions dwell amidst his tlirone. 
And through his inmost bowels move. 

VIL 
Lo, from the everlasting skies. 
Gently, as morning dews distil. 
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Tbe Dove rmmortal downward flies^ 
With peaceful olive ia his bill. 

VIII. 

How sw6et the voice of pardoti sounds!' 
Sweet the rek'ef to deep diftress ! 
I feel the baltif that heals my wounds. 
And all my powers adore the grace. 
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[^ Hymn of praise for ihfee great SALVAr 

TIONS-*-viz. . 

tk From the Spanish Ini^'au'on^ 1588. — 2. From 
the Gun-Po%\^der Plot^ Nov. , 5.-----3. From Pop&y 
and Slavery by K. William of glorious memory^ 
"Who landed^ Nov* 5, i588. , , . 

COMPOSBDj NOV. '5> t^9Sn . . 

" . ,r - . ■ 

» , • . ' • f • 

r [FINITE God, thy. counsels stand 
Like mountaips. of eternal brass, , 
Pillars to pj-pp Our sinking land, 

Our guardiait rodks to break the seas* ' " 

. ■ ■•■ ■'•.■'■'" 

From pole to pole thy name is known. 
Thee a whole .heav'n of angels praise ; 
Our labouring tongues would reacli thy throno 
With the loud triumphs of thy grace. 

III. 
part of thyxburch, by thy command, - 
Stands rais'd upon the Brithb isles ; 
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There^ said tke Lord, /9 ages standi 
firm as the everlasting bills. 

IV. 
In vain the Spanish ocean roar'd. 
Its billows sweird agaimst our shore,^ x 
Its billows sunk beneath thy word. 
With all the floating war they bore« , 

V. 

Con\f, said the sons of bloody Romif 
Let us provide new arms from belli 
And down they digg'd thro' earth's dark womb, 
: And ransacked all the burning; celL 

VI. 

Old Satan lent them fiery stores, 
Inferaal coal ai^d suJph'rous flame. 
And alt that burns a;id all that roars. 
Outrageous fires of dreadful name. 

VIL 
Beneath the Senate and the throne. 
Engines of hellish thunder lay ; 
There the dark seeds of fire were sown, 
To spring a fright, but dismal day* 

VIII. 
Thy love beheld the black design. 
Thy love that guards the island round; 
Strange how it quench'd the fiery infne. 
And cnish'd the tempest under grounds 

THE SECOND PART. 

'' ' ' T ' • , 

ASSUME, my tongue a nobler strain. 
Sing the new wonders of the Lord \ 
The foes revive their pow'rs again,^. : 
And they die beneath his^word. 



\ 



;■ ^1^1^— —— 



Sacred to Devotion, &c, 5 1 

II. 

Dark as our thoiigbts our minutes roll, 
While tyranny possess'd the throne, 
And murders of an In'sb soul. 
And tfareat*ning death, thro' ev'ry town, 

III. 
The Roman priest, and British prince, 
Join'd their best force, and blackest charms, 
And the fierce troops of neighboring France 
OfFer'd the service of their arms. 

IV. 
'TVs done^ they cry*d, and laugVd aloud. 
The courts of darkness rang with joy, 
Th* old Serpent hiss'd, an4 hell grew proud^ 
While Zion^ moum*d her ruin nigh» 

V. 

But lo, the great Deliverer sails 
Commission d from Jehovah's hand. 
And smiling seas, and wishing gales. 
Convey him to the longing land* 

VI. 

The happy day and happy year, 7 *r ^^^ 
Both in our new salvation meet : 3 ^^^^' ^» ^^^^' 
The day that quench'd the burning snare, 7 Nov.^^ 
The year that burnt th' invading fleet* > 155S, 

Vii. 

Now did thine arm, O God of Hosts, 
Now did chine arm shine dazzling brighCf 
The sons of might their hands had lo5t> 
And men of blood forget to fight« 

VIII. 

Brigades of angels lin'd the way. 
And guarded William to his throne; 
There, ye celestial warriors, stay. 
And make bis palace like youx ovnu 
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IX. 

Tlien, mighty God, the earth shall kno\i> 
And learn'd the worship of the sky: 
Angels and Britons join below. 
To raise tbctr Hallelujahs high. 

X. 

All Hallelujahs^ heav'nly King: 
While distant lands thy vicfry sing. 
And tongues their utmost powers employ} 
The world's bright roof repeats the joy. 
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The Incomprehensible. 
I. 

FAR in the heav*ns my God retires. 
My God, the mark o£ my desires. 
And hides 'his lovely face; 
When he descends within my view. 
He charms my reason to pursue; 
But leaves litif d and fainting in th* unequal chase* 

ii. 

Or if I reach unusual height 

*Till hear his presence brought. 
There floods of glory check my flighti 
Cramp the bold pinions of my wit. 
And all untune my thought; 
Plung'd in a sea of light I roll, 
Where Wisdom^ Justice^ Merc% shine j 
Infinite rays in crossing lines 
Beat thick confusion on my sight, and overwhelm 
my soul. 

III. 

Come to my aid, ye fellow m!nd«. 
And help me reach the throne; 
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(What single strength in vain designs. 
United force hath done ; 
Thus worms may join and grasp the poles, 

Thus atoms fill the sea} 
But tlie whole race of creature-souls 
Screeched to their last extent of thought, plunge and 
are lo&t in thee. 

, IV. 
Great God, behold my reason Iief 
Adoring ; yet my love would rise 

On pinions not her own : 
Faith shall direct her humble flight. 
Through all the trackless seas of light. 
To thee, th* Eternal Fair, the Infinite unknown* 



Death and Eternity. 
I. 

MY thoughts that often mount the skies^ 
Go, search the world beneath. 
Where nature all in ruin lies. 
And owns her sov'reign. Death. 

II. 

The tyrant, how be triumphs here! 

His trophies spread abroad ! 
And heaps of dust and bones appear 

Through all the hollow gro,und. 

Ill, 

These skulls, what ghastly figures now f 

How loathsome to the eye^ ! 
These are the heads we lately knew 

So beauteous and so wise. 

IV. 

But where the souls, these deathless things,. 
That left this dying clay? 
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My thoughts, now stretch oqt all your wings^ 
And trace eternity. ' 

O that unfathomable sea! 

Those deeps without a shore; 
Where living waters gently play. 

Or fiery billows roar. 

VI. 

Thus mus^ we leave the banks of life, 

And try this doubtful sea; 
Vain are our groans, and dying strife. 

To gain a moment^s stay. 

VH. 

There we shall swim in heavenly blis«. 

Or sink in flaming waves. 
While the pale carcase thoughtless lies^ 

Amongst the silent graves^ 

VIII. 
Some hearty friend shall drop his tear 

On our dry bones, and say, 
* These once were strong as mine appear, 

*And mine must be as they.' 

IX. 
Thus shall our mouldring members teach 

What now our senses learn : 
For dust and ashes loudest preach 

Man's infinite concern^ 
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^ sight of Heaven in Skknes' 

I. 

OFT have I sat in secret sighs, 
To feel my flesh decay. 
Then groan'd aloud with frighted cyes> 
To view the lott'ring clay. 
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II. 

Bat I forbid my sorrows now. 
Nor dares the flesh complain; 

Diseases bring their profit too ; 
The joy overcomes the pain. 

IIL 

My clieerful soul now all the day 
Sits waiting here and sings; 

Looks thro* the rqins of her clay. 
And practices her wings* 

Faith almost changes into sightp 
While from afar she spies. 

Her fair ijiheritance* in light 
Above created skies. 

Had but the prison walls been strong^ 

And firm without a- flaw, 
In darkness he had dwelt too long. 

And less of glory saw. 

VI, 

But now the everlasting hills. 
Through every chinck appear. 

And something of the joy she feels^ 
While she's a pris'ner here. 

VIL 

The shines of heav*n rush sv^reetly in 

At all the gaping flaws; 
Visions of endless bliss are seen; 

And native s^ir she draws* 

VII?. 
O may these walls stand lottVing stiff 

The breaches never close. 
If I roust here in darkness 4)Kelli 

And all this glory lose* ^^ 
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IX. 

Or rather let this flesh, decay, 

The ruins wider grow. 
Till glad to see th' enlarged way^, 

I stretch my pinions thro\ 
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^he UniT^crsai Hallelujah^ 

Psalm cxlviii. Paraphrased. 

PRAISE ye the Lord with joyful tongu^ej; 
Ye pow'rs that guard his throne; - ^ • 
Jesus the Man shall lead the song. 
The God inspire the tune. ' 

II. ' 
Gabriel, and all th* immortal choir, 

That fill the realms above. 
Sing; for he formed you of his fire. 

And feeds you with his love^ 

III. 

Shine to his praise; ye chrystal skies^i 
The floor of his abode, * 

Or veil your little twinkling eyes. 
Before a brighter God. ' 

iv. 

Thou restless globe of golden lights 
Whose beams eremite our days, ' 

Join with the silver queen of night. 
To own your borrowed rays. 

' v.. ' 

Blush and refund the honours palif. 
To your inierior names, 
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Tell the blind world, your orbs are fed 
By his o*erflowlng dames. 

VI. 

Winds ye shall bear his name aloud 

Thro' the ethereal blue. 
For when his chariot is a cloud. 

He makes his wheels of you. 

VIL 

Thunder and hail, and fires and stormy 

The troops of his command, 
Appear in all your dreadful forms,. 

And speak his awful hand. 

viir. 

Shout to the Lord, ye surging seas. 

In your eternal roar ; 
Let wave to wave resound his praise. 

And shore reply to shore : 

IX. 

While monsters sporting on the flood,; 

In scaly silver shine. 
Speak terribly their Maker God, 

And lash the foaming brine. 

X. 

But gentler things shfill tune his name. 

To softer notes than these. 
Young zephyrs breathing o*er the stream, 

Or whisp'ring thro' tbt* trees. 

XI. 
Wave your tall heads, ye lofty pines. 

To him that bids you grow. 
Sweet clusters bend the fruitful vines 

On ev'ry thankful bough. 

XII. 
Let the shrill bird<*his hongur raise^ 
And climb the momlug sk j ; 
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While groveliog beasts attempt his praise 
In hoarser harmony. 

XIIL 
Thus while the meaner creatures sin^T' 

Ye mortals take the sound. 
Echo the glories of your King, 

Thro' all the nations round, 

XIV. 

Th' Eternal Na|ne maft fly abroad 

From Britain to Japan ; 
And the whole r^ce shall bow to God« 

That owns the name of Man, 



The Athei$t*s Mistake. 

I, 

LAUGH ye profane and swell and burst 
With bold impiety : 
Yet shall ye live forever curs'd. 
And seek in vain to die. 

II. 

The gasp of your expiring breath 
Consigns your souls to chains. 

By the last agonies of death 
Sent down to fiercer pains, 

III. 

Ye stand upon a dreadful steep, 

And all beneath is hell; 
Your weighty guilt will sink you deep, 

Where the old Serpent fell. 

IV. 

When iron slumbers bind your flesh, ■ 
With strange surprize you'll find 
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Immortal vigour spring afresh. 
And tortures wake the mind. 

V. 

Then you'll confess the frightful names 

Of plagues you scom'd before, 
No more shall look like idle dreams> 

Like foolish tales no more. 

VI. 
Then shall ye curse that fatal day, 

(With flames upon your tongues,) 
When you excbang'd your souls away. 
For vanity and songs, 

VII. 

Behold the saints rejoice to die. 

For heaven shines round their heads ; 
And angel-guards prepar'd to fly. 

Attend their fainting beds. 

VIII. 
Their longing spirits, part, and rise 

To their celestial seat: 
Above these ruinable skies 

They make their last retreat. 

IX. 

Hfnce, ye profane, I hate your ways, 

1 walk with pious souls ; 
There's a wide diflfrence in our race. 

And distant are our goals. 



The law given at Sinai. 

I. 

ARM thee w!th thunder, heav'nly muse. 
And keep the expecting world in awe j 
Oft hast thou simg in gentler mood^ 
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The melting mercies of thy God ; 
Now give thy fiercest fires a loose. 

And sound his dreadful law : 
To Israel first the words were spoke. 
To Israel freed from Egypt's yoke. 
Inhuman bondag.e ! The hard galling loa4 
Over-press'd their feeble souls. 
Bent their knees to senseless bulIS|^ 
And broke their ties to God. 

II. 

N9W had iheypassM the Arabian bay. 

And march'd between the cleaving sea, 
The rising waves stood guardians of their ^ondVous 

But fell with most impetuous force, [way. 

On the pursuing swarms. 

And buried Egypt, all in arms. 
Blending in wat'ry death the rider and the horse: 
O'er struggling Pharaoh roU'd the mighty tide. 
And sav'd the labours of a pyramid* 

Apis and Ore in vain he cries. 

And all his horjied gods beside. 

He swallows fate with swimming eyes^ 

And curs'd the Hebrews as he dy'd. 

III. 

Ah ! foolish Israel to comply. 

With -/l/(?wpi&/^« idolatry! 
And bow to brutes (a stupid slave) 

To idols impotent to save I 
Behold thy God, the Sovereign of the sky I 

Has wrought ^^alvation in the deep, 

Has bound thy foes in iron sleep. 
And raisM thine honours high ; 

His grace forgives thy follies past. 

Behold he comes in majesty. 

And Slnafs top proclaims his law ; 

Prei)are to meet thy God in haste; 
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But keep an awful distance stills 
Let Moses round the sacred hill 
The circling liniics dra\i^ 

IV. 

Hark the shrill echoes of the trumpet roar. 

And call the trembling armies near! 

Slow and unwilling they appear. 

Rails kept them from the mount before^ 
Now from the rails their fear: 
^Twas the same herald, and the trump the S8me» 

Which shall be blown by high command. 

Shall bid the wheels of nature stand. 

And heav'ns Eternal will proclaim, 
That time shall be no mor^, 

V. I 

Thus while the lab'ring angel swelled the sornidf 

And rent the skies and shook the ground. 
Up rose th' Almighty; round his sapphire seat 

Adoring thrones in order fell ; 

The lesser powers at distance dwell, 
And cast their glories down successive at his fiJet^ 
Gabriel the great prepares his way. 
Lift up your beads^ eternal daors^ he cries f 

Th' eternal doors his words obey. 

Open and shoot celestial day 
Upon the lower skies. 

Heav'ns mighty pillars bow'd their head^ 
As their Creator bid. 
And down Jehovah rode from the superior sp!iere#. 
A thousand guards before, and myriads In the rear»^j 

VI. 

His chariot was a pitchy cloudy 
The wheels beset with burning gem** 
The winds in harness with the flames 

Flew o'er th* etherial road : 
Down through his magazines he 9^^ 
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Of hail and ice, and fleecy snow, 
Swift roU'd the triumph, and as fast 
Did hail, and ice, in melted rivers flow. 

The day was mingled with the night. 
His feet on solid darkness trod. 

His radiant eyes proclaimM the God, 
And scatter'd dreadful light ; 
He breath'd, and sulphur ran, a fiery stream : 
He spoke, and (chough with unknown speed he ca. *) 
Chid the slow tempest, and the lagging ilame. 

VII. 

Sinai receivM his glorious flight. 
With axle red, and glowing wheel. 
Did the wing'd chariot light. 
And rising smoke obscur'd the burning hill. 

," Lo, it mounts in curling waves, 
Lo, the gloomy pride out-braves 

The stately pyramids of fire 

The pyramids to heav'n aspire, [higher. 

And mix with stars but see their gloomy offspHng 
S<^*you have seen ungrateful ivy grow 
Round the tall oak that six score years ha^ stood, 

And proudly shoot a leaf ortwo 
Above Its kind supporters utmost bough. 
And glory there to stand the loftiest of the wood*. 

VIIL 

Forbear, young muse, forbear; 

The flow'ry things that poet's say^ 
Thie little arts of simile 

Are vain and useless here; 
t^or shall the burning hills of old 

With Sinai be compar'd. 

Nor all that lying Greece has told^ * 

Or teamed Rome has heard; 

^tna shall be nam*d no more^ 
JEtna the tWch oi Sicily ^ 
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, Not half so high 
Her Ijght'nings fly. 

Not half so loud her thunders roar 
Cross the Sicanian sea to fright the Italian shoi^. 
Behold the sacred hill : Its trembiiog spire 

Quakes at the terrors of the fire 

While all below its verdant feet 
Stagger and reel under th' Almighty weight : 
Press*d with a greater than feign'd Atlas' load 

Deep groan'd the mount ; It never bore 
Infinity before. 
It bow^d, and shook beneath the burden of a God* 

IX. 

Fresh horror sei^'d the camp, despair. 

And dying groans tbrment the air. 

And shrieks, and swoons, and deaths were there; 
The bellowing thunder, and the lightniugs.bl^ze 

Spread thro* the host a wild amaze; 
Darkness on ev'ry soul, and pale was ev*ry face: 
' Corifus'd and dismal were the cries, . 

Let Moses speai^ or Israel dies ; 

Moses the spreading terror Feels, 

No more the maa of Cod conceals 

His shivering and surprize : * .^ 

Yet, with recovering mind, commands r 

Silence, and deep attention thro* the Hebrew banast 

' * . # • - 

X. 

Hark! from the centre of the flame, 
All arm*d and iTeatherM with the same. 
Majestic sounds break thro* the si^oaky clouds 

Sent from the All-creating Tongue, 
A flight of cherubs guard the words along. 
And bear their fiery law to the retreating cro\^d* 

xr. 

•J am the Lord: *Tis I proclaim, 
* Thit glorious at)d fearful Name, 
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«Thy God and King: Tis I, that broke 
•Thy bondage, and th' Egyptian yoke^ 
• Mine is the right to sj)eak my will, 
« And thine the duty to fulfil. 
« AdoreJic^GoD beside me, to provokemine eyes ; 

* Nor worship Me in shapes and forms that men devise; 

* With rev'rence use my name,nor turn my wordsto jest^ 
' Observe my Sabbath well, nor dare profane my rest ; 

. * Honour, and due obedience to thy parents give: 

* Nor fpill the guiltless blood, nor let the guilty live : 

« Preserve thy body chaste, and flee th* unlawfiill bed ; 

* Nor steal thy neighbour's gold, his garment, or his 

bread ; 

* Forbear to blas( his name with falsehood or deceit ; 
f Nor let thy wishes loose upon his large estate** 
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Remember your Creator^ &c. EccJl. xit 

<. ' ■ 

CHILDREN,' to your Creator, Cfod^ 
Your early honours pay, ' . 

While vanity anB youthful blood 
WouW tempt your' thoughts astray. 

n. 

The memory of his mighty name, 

Demands yout first regard ; ' 

Nor dare indulge a meaner flame, . 

•Till you have lov*d the Lord^ 

III* 
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Be wise, and make his favour Sure; 

Before the mournful days. 
When youth and mirth are known no morei 

And life andatrength decays^ 



Sicred to Devotion, Sec. 6'^ 

IV. 
No wore the blessitigs of a feast 

Shall relish on the tongue, 
•The heavy ear forgets the laste . 

And pleasure of a song. 

.V. 

'Old age wfth iail her diismal traih, 
. Invades your golden years 
'With sigbs and groans, and faging palb^ 
Abd death that never spares. 

VI. 

What will ye do when light departs. 

And leaves your with erifig- eyes, 
l^iihout one beam to chear your heartSf 

From the superior skies?. 

Vfl. 

How win yoii meet God*s frowning bfowt 

Or stand before bis seat, 
While nature's old supporters bow, 

Mor bear their totfring weight? 

VIII. 

Cati yoii expect your feeble armSf 

Shall make ai strong defence. 
When death, with terrible alarms, 

Sammons the prisoner bence? 

IX. 

The silver bands of nature bursty 

And let the building fall ; 
The flesh goes down to mis with dust; 

Its yiU original. 

JLaden with ^ilt, a heavy loa^ 
Uacle«n$*d and unforgiving ^ 

a ■ 
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* 

The soul returns t* an angry God, 
To be shuc out from beav'n. 



Sun^ Moon J and Star Sj praise ye the Lord; 

I. 

FAIREST of all the lights above. 
Thou Sun, whose beams adora the spheres. 
And with unwearied swiftness move. 
To form the circles of our years; 

11. 

Praise the Creator of the skies. 
That dressed thine orb in golden rays; 
Or may the sun forget to rise. 
If he forget his Maker's praise. 

in. 

Thou reigning beauty of the night. 
Fair queen of silence, silver moon. 
Whose gentle beams, and borrow'd llghty 
Are softer rivals of the noon ; 

IV. 

Arise, and to that sovereign Pow'r, 
Waxing and waning honours pay. 
Who bid thee rule the dusky hour. 
And half supply the absent day. 

. ^ V. . . . 

Ye twinkling Stars, who gild the skief. 
When darkness has its curtains drawn, ' 
Who keep- your watch, ^ith wakeful eyes^ 
When business, cares, and day are gone; 

VI. 

.« 

Proclaim the glories of your Lord, 

Dispers'd thro' all the ^cav*nly street^ * 



Sacred to JDsvonoM, &tx 4? 

"Whose "boandless treasures can afford 
So rich a pavement. for his feet« 

vri.^ ' '^ 

Thou heaven of heav'ns, supretiiely ^rigbt^ # 

Fair palace oi the court divine, 

Where, with inimitable light, ' • 

The Godhead condescends to shine. 
* VIII. 

Traise thou thy great Inhabitant, 

"Who scatters lovely beams of grace * 

On every angel, every saint, . ' • 

Nor veils the lustre of his face* 

O God of glory, God of love. 
Thou art the sun that makes our days*: 
With all thy shining works aboye, 
X.et earth and dust attempt thy praise. 



J^e welcome Messenger. 

Tr ORD, when we see a saint of thine 
,1^ Lie gasping for his breath. 
With longing eyes, and looks divine,. 
Smiling and pieasM in death. 

II. - 

How we could e'en contend to lay 

Our limbs upon that bed! 
We ask thine envoy to convey 

Our spirits in his stead. ^ 

m. 

Oar souls are rising on the wlogy 

To venture in his place ; 
For when grim death has lost his stingy 

He has an angel^ fiice. 



65 tVRie fdEMg, JSook 1, 

'X ] ■ ' . ■ IV. 

Jj^tJS, tlien purge iby crimes awa]^f 

'Tis guilt creates my fears ; 
.fTis guilt gives death his fierce arrays 

Ana all the arms it bears. 

Oh! If my threatening. sins were noQCit 

And death had lost his stingy 
I could invite che angel on,^ 

And Chide his' lazy wing. 

VI. 

Away these Interposing days, 
' And let the lovers meet. 
The angel b«s a cold, embrace. 
But kind, and., soft, apd sweeu 

VII. 
Td leap at once my seventy years, 

Vd rush Into his arms, 
And lose my breath, and all my. parent 

Amidst those heavenly charxhs* 

VIII. 

■ .■■•■» 

Joyful Vd lay this body down. 

And leave the lifeless clay, 
^Without a sig(h, without a groan," 

And stretch and soar away. 
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StMere Praise. 
I. 

ALMIGHTY Mtirer God ! 
How wondrous is thy namef 
Thy glories how diffbsM abroad 
Thro* the creation's fratae. 



% * 



^m^^^^^^iSS&m^mmmiiimm^imii^Smifi 



Uctid to DevotioiI} &e* 6q 

Nature in ev*rj dress, 
Her humble hotnago^ pays, 
And finds a chau&and ways t* tXpttjU 
Thine undKseroMed praise^ ' - 

III, 

In native white and red 
The rose and lilly stand* " ' 

^nd free from pride, their beauties ^tnreai); 
To. *ew thy sJcUIful band. 

The lark roonms up. the sl|;y^. 
With Tinambitious song, 
^nd bears her Maker's prais^ on lAf^ 
Upon her artless tongue* ' ' 

■■ v^ 

My sopl woufd nVe and sing 
To her Creator too; - 

fain would my tongue adore ©y Kinjk 
And pay the worship due* *^ 

But pride, Ihat Inisy sin^ 
Spoils all that I perform; 
Cursed pride, that Creeps securely ia^ 
And swells a haughty worn*. 

VII, 
Thy glories I abate, 
Or pi:aise thee with design ^ 
Jome of thy favours I forget. 
Or think the merit mine. 

Vlllt 

The very spngs I frame^ 
Are faithless to thy causey 
An^ steal the honours of thy naii!% 

Xq build AexK •wa jy^fcwM^v 
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, IX. 

Create my soul anew, . ; 

Else all my jvorshjp's Vain; 
This wretched Ifeart will ne'er be cruej. \ 

Until it's form'd agafti. ^ 

■X. 

Descend, celestial fire. 

And seizefTOe from .^bove, / 

Melt me in* flatted bf pure desire^ . * 

A sacrifice to love. 

Let joy and Worshfip spend 
The remnant oi my days, . : 

And to my GAd; my soul ascend,. ' • 

In sweet perfumes of ptaise. ■■-■'■■'. 
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True Learning. ' 

Partly Imitated from a YxffH^Smnet'lyMr^ Poireii. 

^> '- ' A* . ... 

HAPPY the feet that shining Truth has led 
U^ith her own hanAto tread the path she please^ 
To see her native lustre round her spread, • 

Without a. veil, without a'$hade. 
All beauty, and all light, as in herself she is* 

11. 

Our senses cheat us with the pressing crowds 
Of painted shapes they thurst upon the mind: 
The truth they shew lies Wrapt in sev'nfold shrouds^ 

Our senses cast a- thousand clouds '. 

On luenJi^bteuM souls, andleave tbcm doubly blind>. 
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III. 
I hate t"he dust that fierce disputer^ rise. 
And lose the mind in a wild maze of thought: 
What empty triflings, and what subtle ways> 

To fence and guard by ftile and rote! 
Our God will never charge us,That we know them not,; 

Touch, heav*nly Word ; O touch these curious souls s 
Since I have heard but one soft hint from thee. 
From all the vain opinions of the schools, 

(That pageantry of knowing fools) 
I feel my po w>s released, and stand divinely free* , 

V. 
•Twas this Almighty Word that all things made> 
He grasps whole nature in his single h.and; 
AH the eternal truths in him are laid. 

The ground of ail things, and their head. 
The circle where they move,&centre where they staodr 

VI, 

Without his aid,. I have no sure defence. 
Troops of errors that besiege me round ; 
But he that rests his reasan and his sense 

Fast here, and never wanders hence, 
Unmoyeable he dwells upon unshaken ground^ 

VII, 

Infinite Truth, the lifb of my desires. 
Come from the sky, and join thyself to. me; 
I'm tIrM.with hearing, and this reading tires ; 

Biit never tir'd of telling Thee, 
'Tis thy fair faqe alone my spirit bums to ^et» 

. ; VIII. 

Speak to my soul, alone, no other hand 
Shdll mark my path out with delusive art i 
Ail nature' i»ikm in Us pt^seoce stand. 
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Creatures be dumb at hi$ coniinand» 
And leave b is single voice to Whisper to my bearCt 

Retire, my, soul, within, thyself retire. 

Away from sense and every outward show, 1 

Now let my 'thoughts to loftier themes aspire^ 

My knowledge now oti wheels of fire 
May mount and spread above, surveying all below^ 

The lord grows lavish of his heav'nly light. 
And pours whole .floods on such a mind as this^ 
Fled from the eyes she gains a piercing sight. 

She dives into the Infinite, 
And sees unutterable things.ia that unknown abyss^ 
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True Wisdom^ 

L 

PRONOUNCE Jhim blest, niy njuse, whom ^[jk 
dom guides 
Iq her own path, to her own heavenly sea^; 
Thro' all the storms his soul securely glideS|, 
Nor can the tempests, nor the tides, * 
That rise and roar around, supplant his steady feet. 

11. 

Earth, you nray let your golden arrows fly. 
And seek, in vain, a pass'age to his tireast. 
Spread all your painted toys to court his eye^ 
He smiles, and s^q^ theni vainly try 

To lure his soul aside from her eternal rest. 

III. 
Our head-strpng lusts^ like a young fiery horsei^ 
Start, and flee raging ia a ylolepc courie^- 
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^e tames -ssd breaks tliet^, manages and rides ^em. 
Checks- their career, and turns and guides 'em, 
/Vnd bids his reason brid^ their licentious force* 
. IV. 

Lord of himself, he rujes his wildest thought. 
And boldly acts wbat calmly he designed, . 
Whil« he looks down and pitied human faults; 
Nor can he think; nor can he find, 
0, plague like reigning passions, and a subject mind* 

But oh i Ms mighty toil to reach thi* beigbft, • 

To vanquish self is a laborious art; 

What manly cpufage to sustain the fight, . 

To bear the noble pain, and part . 

With those dear charming tempters rooted in the faeara 
.... ...^^^ .- ^ , . 

'Tis tod to stand when all the passions move. 
Hard to awake the eye that passion blinds. 
To reivd and tedf out th|s Unhappy love^ . 
That clings so dose about our minds. 
And where th' inchanted soul so.sweet a poison finds* 

va. 

Hard ; but it may be done. Come, heiv'irly fire* 
Come to my breast, and with, one powerful ray, 
Melt of my lusts, my fetters ; I can bear 
A while to be ^ tenant here, 
5\itnotbechain*dandprison'dinacage of clay* 

viir. 

Ifeav^n is my Home, and I must use my wings { 
' Sublime above the globe my flight aspires, 
1 have a soul was made to pity kings^ 
And all their little glittering things; 
I have a soul w^s madjp for infinite desires. 

Loos'd from the eartj>my heart Is upward flown ; 
"^ Farewel, my friends, and all that oaccvua&iaV»A\ 
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Now should you fix ray feet on Casar*s thfone. 

Crown me, and call the ^orld my own, [fineu 
The gold that binds my bro ws^could ne*er my soul <;on- 

I am the Lord's ; and Jesus fs my love ; 
He, th6 dear God, shall fill my vast desire, 
lAy flesh below ; yet I can dwell above* 
And nearer to ray Saviour move; 
There all my soul shall centre>aU my powers conspire^ 

ThBS I with angels five ; thus half divine 
I sit on high,' nor mind inferior joys : 
Fill'd with his love, I feel that God is mine» 
His glory is my great design, 
Jbzt everlasting project all my thaughts employs^ 
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A Song to Creating fFis4om% 

? A R T L 

1. 

ETERNAL Wsdom, thee we praise^ 
Thee the creation sings: 
With thy loud name, rocks, hills, and sea% 
And heavens high palace rings* 

n. 

Place me on the bright wings of day 

To travel with the sun; 
With what amaze shall I survey 

The wonders thou bast done! 

in. . N 

Thy hand( how wide it spread the sky! 

How glorious to behold? 
TingM with a blue of heavenly dye. 

And si2ifd with sparkling goIdL 
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ir. 

There thau liast Ud the globes of itgbt . 

Their endless circles ruti; . 

There the pale planet rules the nighc. 

And day obeys chei sun. 

r A R T a 

■ V. 

Downward I turfe my wond'ring eye^ ' 

On clouds and storms below. 
Those under regions of the skies 

Thy num*rous glories show. 

VI. 

The noisy win^ds stand ready there' 

Thy orders fo obey. 
With sounding wings they sweep the air, 

To malce thy charipc way* . 

t. . ...» 

VIK 

There, like a trumpet, loud and strong^ 

Thy thunder shakes bur coast? 
While the red' light'niiigs wave along, 

The banners ^Qf thine, host, 

VIII. 

On the thin air, without a prop. 

Hang fruitful show'rs around : 
Jit thy command they sink, and drop 

Their fatness on the ground. 

P A R T Ut 

rx. 

ICow to the earth I bend my song^ 

And cast my eyes abroad, 
glancing the British i^les along, 

Skss'd isles confeasyous Go4* 



1 
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X. 

How did his.^iirdtidVoos skill tnkf ' 

Your fields in charming greeny' 
A thousand hecbs Jafa art display^ 

A thousand floMTcr^ betweeo! 

Tall oaks for future navies grow, 
• Fair Albion's best defeoce. 
While corn ai|d vin^s^ reioice b«J9\|?i| 
Those luxuries otf sense* 

t ■ . . . , • 

The bieeting flocks his pasture feeds : 

And herds of larger sUe, 
That bellow thro*^ the Lindian ttCid^^ 

His bounteous hand supplies* 

PATlt IV. 

We scfe the Thames caress the shores^, 

He guides her silver flood ; 
While angry Severn swells and roars^ 

Yet hears her ruler God. 

XIV. 

# 

The rolling mountains of the deep^^ 

Observe his strong command.; . , 
His breath can raise the billows steep». 

Or sink them to the sand. 

XV. 

Amidst thy wat'ry kingdoms, Lotdi 

The finny nations play. 
And scaly monsters, at thy word^ 

Jlush thro* the Noxthera lea; 



Sacred to DfivonoM^ Sccs yj 

PAJLT V. 

XVI. 

tliy gibries blase all nature roiiDd» 

Aad strike tbe gazing ifght, 
Thro^ Skies, and seas, and solid grooQdt 

With cerror and deiighc 

XVII. 

Infinite strength, and equal skill. 

Shine thro' the worlds abroad. 
Our souls with vast amazement fil^ 

And speak ibe builder God. 

XVIU. 
But the 4weet betuAes af thy gnceg 

Our softer passions move \ 
Pity Diviua in Jb^us* Face 

We see, adore, and love. 
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Cod*s absotutt Hamimon. 

I. 

LORD, \irhen my thoughtful soul survey* 
Fire, air and earth, and surs and seasf 

I call them all thy slaves v 
Commissioned by my Father- s will, ' 
Poisons shall cure, or balm shall kilU 

Vernal suns, or Zephyr's breath, 
Stay bum or blast the plants to deat&i 

That sh^rp December saves ; 

What can winds or planets boast | 

But a precarious pow'r^? 
The sun in all its darkness lost^^ 

Frost shaO be fire, and fire be &0S% 

Wtaeo he appoiita tfa^/bous^ 
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* II. . 

Lo, the Norwegians near the polar sky. 
Chafe their frozen limbs with sno w^ * . ^ 

Their frozen finjbs a walce and. glow. 
The vital flame, touch'd with a strange supply. 
Rekindles, fortke God of life is nigh: 
He bids the vital flood in wonted cirles flow.J 

Cold steel expos'd to Northern air. 
Drinks the meridian fury of the midnight Bear^ 
. And burns the unwary stranger there. . 

III. 

Enquire, my soul; of ancient fame. 
Look back two thousand years, and see 
Th' Assyria^ prince transform^4 a bruce^ 
For boasting to be absolute: 

Once to his court the God of Israel came, 

A 'King more absolute than he. . . 

I see the furnace blaze with rage 
Sey'nfold : ,1 see amidst the flame 

Three Hebrews of immortal name ; ' 

They move, they walk acrbss the burning stage 

Unhurt, afid fearless, while the tyrant flbbd 
A statue: fear congeal'd his blood: 
Nor did the raging element dare 
Attempt their garments, or their hair; 

It kne>y the Lord of nature there. 

Nature compell'd by a superior cause, 

^ Now breaks her own eternal laws, . 
Now seemt to break them, and obeys 
Her sovereign King in diflfrent ways. 
Father, hof^r bright thy glories Ihinel 
H^w broad thy kingdom, how divine t 

Nature, and mimcie, and fate, and chance are thidef 



IV.. 

Hence fropi my heart, ye idols, flee^ 
Ye souadifig nam^ of vfinity ! 
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No more my lips shall sacrifice 
. To chance and nature tales and lies; 
Creatures without a God can yield me no supplies*. 

What IS the sun, or what the shade. 

Or frosts, pr flames, to kill or save? 
His favour is my life* his lips pronounce me dead}. 

And his awful dictates-bid. 

Earth is my mother or my grave. 



Condescending Grace. 

In Imitation of the cxlv Psalm, 

I. 

XVTHEN the Eternal bows the skies; 

W To visit earthly things. 
With scorn divine he turns his eyes 
From tow'rs of haughty kings? 

II. 
Rides on a cloud disdainful by 

A Sultan, or a Czar, 
Laughs at the worms that rise so higfa| 

Or frowns th^ba from afar; 

in. 

He bids his awful chariot xo\\ 
Far downward from the skies^ 

To Visit every humble soul. 
With pleaiure' in his eyes. 

IV. 

Why should the Lord that feigns abovfli 

Disdain so lofty Kings? 
Say, Lord, and why such looks of lOVCt . 

Upon su^ worthless things ? . 
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Mortals, be dumb ; what creature dare* 

pispute his awful will/ 
Ask no acqouDC of his afikirs^ 

iB'uc tremble wad be stiiL 

VI. 

Just like his ntiture Is his grac^. 

All sovVeign, and all free ; 
GreiK God« how searchless are thy waysV 

Huw deep thy judgments be! 

«. ' " ' Jl ' " ''"l' '» 9' 'l T'i' l I ' i ' l I l ' » I i«f n iii.l|ii p ' l mmmmfm^mtk. 
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Th6 Infinite^ 
L 

COME teraph, lend your heav'nly tongt^ 
Or harp of golden string. 
That I may raise a lofty song 
To our EternaT King. 

n. 

Thy names how InEnlte they be! 

Great Everlasting One ! 
Boundless thy might and majesty, 
^ . And uncbnfinM thy throne. 

in. 

Thy glories shine of wond'rouJt slttf 

And wonMrous* large thy grace, 
immortal day breaks from thine eyei;^ 

And Gabriel veils his face. 

Thine essence Is a vast abysi. 
Which angels cannot souQd; 
An ocean of infinities 



MWBMWHWi 



St^ed to DEVOiioi^ ^c. 6 1 



V. 

^e rtysteries of creation He, 
Beneath enlightenM minds. 

Thoughts can ascend a:bove the sfeyi 
And fly before the winds, 

VI. 

'Heason may grasp the massy htHsj 
And stretch from pole to pole. 

But half thy name our ^iru Ms, 
And overloads our 5oul. 

. VIL 

'In vain our "haughty reason swdlj^ 
For nothing's found in Thee, 

*But boundless inconceivftbles^ 
And vase eternity. 



<Cofifessfon jfnd Pardon, 
'I. 

ALAS, my aching heart! 
Here the keen torment lies; 
•It racks my waking hours with smart. 
And frighfij my slumb'rfng eyes» 

u. 

Guilt will be hid po more. 
My griefs tak^ vent apace. 
The crimes that blot my conscience o'er 
Flush crimsoft'ln my face.. 

• HI. 

My sorrows, like a (Ioo(J» , 

Impaueac of restraint, 

P • 
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Into tliy bosom, O my God, 
Pour ouc a long complaint* 

IV. 
This impiois heart of mine 
Could once defy the Lord, 
Could rush with violence on to siii| 
In presence of thy svvor^l, 

V. 

How often have I stood 
A rebel to the skies. 
The calls the tenders of a God, 
And mercies loudest cries! 

VL 

He offers all his grace. 

And all his heav'h to me; 
Offers, but 'tis to senseless bras5, 
. That csmnot feel nor see. 

vir. 

iEsus the Saviour stands ^^ 

'o court me from above. 
And looks and spreads His wounded liancls;i 
And shews the prints of love. 

VlII. 

But I, a stupid fool. 
How long have I withstood 
The blessings purchased with his sou^ 
And paid for all in blood? 

IX; 

The heav'niy Dove came down. 
And tender'd me his wings, 
\To mount me upward to a crown. 
And bright immortal things. 

X. 
Lord, I'm asham'd to say 
That 1 refus'd thy Doye. 
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And sent tljy Spirit grievM away, 
To his own realms of love, 

, XI. 

Not'all thine heav'niy charms,' 
Nor terrors of thy hand, 
iCould force tae to lay down my arras> 
And bow to thy command. 

•XII. 

Lord, 'tis against thy face, 
. My sins like arrows rise. 
And yet, ^d yet, O matchless grac^l 

Thy thunder silent lies. 

XIII. 
O shall I never feel 
The meltings of my love? 
'Am r of such hell harden'd steel 
Thatmercy cannot move? 

r XIV. 

"Now for one powerful glance. 
Dear Savioiir, from thy face ! 
This rebel heart no more withstands,; 
But sinks beneath' thy grace. 

X7. 

Overcome by dyijig love, I fall. 
Here at thy cross I lie j 
And thro' my flesh* my soul, my A% 
And weep, and love, and die* 

XVI. 
^ Rise, says the Prince of Mercy, rise, 
•*With joy and pity in his eyes: 
** Rise, and behold my wounded veins, 
^Here flows'^the blood to wash thy stains. 

XVII. 

** See my great Father recondl'd :" • • 
He $aid^ and to I (be Father smirdt 
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The joyful cherubs clapp'd their wings. 
And sounded grace on all their strings* 



Toung men and maidens^ old men and bate t^ 
praise ye the Lord^ PsaJ. exl viii. i a» 

I. 

SONS of Adam, bold and young. 
In the wfld mazes of whose veins, 
A flood of fiery vigour reigns, 

Andwields your active limbs, with hardysfnewsstronai 
Fall prostrate at th' eternal throne 
Whence your precarious pow'rs depend ; 

Nor swell as if your lives were all your own. 
But "choose your Maker for your friend : 

His favour is your life, his arm is your support, 

ills band can stretch your days, or cut your minuter 
short. 

Virgins, who roll your artful ^yes; 

And shoot delicious danger thence; 

Swift the lovely lightning flies, 

And melts our reason down to sense; 
Boast not of those withering charms ; 
That mwt yield, their youthful grace 

To age and wrinkles, earth and worms ; 
But love the Author of your smiiling face; 
Thatheav'niy Bttdegroom claims yourbloominghoiir^' 

O make it your perpetual care 

To pleas^. that Everlasting Fair; 
IIU beauties are the sun, and but the shade is yours^ 

.. III. 
Infants, whosd different destinies . 
4re wove with threads of different slzei 
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But from the same spring-tide of tears, 
Coramencf your hopes, and joys and fear^» 
(A tedious train I) and date your following years 1 
Break your first silence in his praise 

VVha wrought your vvond'rous frame; 
With sounds of tenderest accent rais® 

Your honours to his name ; 
And consecrate your early day$ 

Ta know the Pow'r supreme* 

IV. 

Ye heads <if venerable age. 

Just marching off the mortal stage i 

Fathers, whose vital threads are spun 
As long as e'er the glass of life wou4d rutl^ 

Adore the hand thar led your way 
Thro' flon^'ry fields a feir long summer'^ day; 
Gasp out your soul in praises to the sovereign PowV, 
That se.c ypur west $0 distant from your dawning hour. 



Flying fowl^ and creeping things^ praise je 
the Lprdy Psal.= cxiviii. 10. 

L 

SWEET flocks, whose soft enamell'd wing^ 
Swift and gently cleave the sky; 
Whose charming notes address the Spring, 

With an artless harmony; 

Lovely minstrafs of the fieldf 

Who in leafy shadows sir. 

And your wond'rous structures build, 
/wake your tuneful voices with the dawning light J 
To Nature's God your first devotions pay, 

Ere you salute the rising day, 
'lis he cajUi; up the 5un|a£id|iv<^9 blo^^^^i'Y^^t^ 
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ilv 

Serpents, who o'er the meadow slide,^ 
And wear upon your shining back 
Num'rous rafiks of gaudy pride, 
Which thousand minghng colours, make ;. 
Let the fierce glances of your eyes, * 
Rebate their baleful fire: ' 

In harmless play twist and unfold 
The volumes of*your scafy gold; 
That rich, embroidery of your gay attire^ 
Proclaims your Maker kind and wise. ' 

III. 

Insects and mites, of mean degree, / 

That swarm in myriads o'er the land^ 
Moulded by wisdom's artful hand. 
And curl'd and painted with a various dye;. 
In your inn unlerable forms 
Praise him that wears th'- ethereal crown. 
And bend his lofty counsels down 
'T:0 despicable worms. 

C= ' ..4 

The Comparison and Complains 

' -^ ' ' l" ■ "'" ' 

r [FINITE Pow'r, eternal Lord^ 
How soy'reign 15 thy hand! 
All nature rose t' obey thy word. 
And moves at thy command. '\ 

II. 

With steady course tl^y shining sun, 

Keeps his appointed way; * 

And all. the hours bbedient runj 

T^e circle of the day. 

IIL 

But ah ! how wide my spirit flies, 
And waders from her Codi- 
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iiy soul forgets her heav'niy prize^ 
And treads the downward road; 

IV. 

The ra^fng fiire, and stormy sea. 

Perform th4ne awful will, 
And ev'ry beast and evVy tree^ 

Thy great designs fulfil : 

V. 

While my wild passions rage within. 
Nor thy commands obey ; 

And flesh and sense, enslav'd to sin. 
Draw my best thoughts away^ 

VI. 

Shatl creatui^s of a meaner frame 
Pay all their dues to thee; 

Creatures that never knew thy name. 
That never lov'd like me? 

vir. 

Great God, create my soul anewv 
Conform my heart to thine. 

Melt down my will, and let it flow. 
And take the mould divine. 

VIII. 

Seize my whole ftame into thy hand 3. 

Here all ray pow'rs I bring; 
Manage the wheels by thy command. 

And govern ev'iy spring. 

IX. 

Then l^ my feec no more depart. 
Nor wand'ring senses rove ; 

Devotion shall be all my hearD> 
And all my passions love. 

X. 

Then not the sun shall more than 1 
His Maker^s law perform, 



\ 



88 LYRIC POEMSi Book Xi. 

Bfor travel swifter tliro' the sky,. . * 

Nor with a zeal so warm» 
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God Supreme and. $eifrsu§cknt%. 

I. 

"TirrHAT is our^God,,or what his name, 

\V Nor man tran learn, nor angels teach f. 
He dwells conceaPd in radiant flame. 
Where neither eyes npr thoughts can reachi. 

IL. 

The spacious, worlds of heav'nly light*. 
Compared with hiin how short they fall?^ 
They are too dark, and he too bright, 
Nothing are they, and. God i$.alU, 

in. 

• 

He spoke the won'drous word; and lo,, 
€reation rose at his command: 
Whirlwinds, and seas, their. limits k|iow'#. 
Bound in. the hollow, Qf his. hand» 

There rests the^earth, there roll the spheref|j 
There nature leans and feels her prop;. 
But his own self sufficience bears 
The weight'of his own glories up.. 

V. 

The tide of creatures ebbs and flows* 
Measuring thtir changes by the moonjj^ 
No ebb his sea of glory knows; 
His age is one eternal lioon* 

VI. 

Then fly, my song, an endless roundi^ 
The lofty tune, let, Michael raises. 
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/bl! nature dwell upon the scnind, 
But we can ne'er fulfil the praise. 



Jesus ///<? only Saviour* 
I. 

ADAM, our father and our head 
Transgressed ; and justice doom'd us dead: 
The fiery law speaks alJ despair. 
There's no reprieve, no pardon there. 

11. 

Call a bright council in the skies; 
*^ Seraphs, the mighty and the wise, 
•* Say, what expedient can yo;i give, 
^ That sin be dainn'd, and sinners live. 

III. 
«* Speak, are you strong to bear the load, 
«^The weighty veng'ance of a God? 
^ Which of you loves our wretched race, 
i^Or d^res cD, venture in our place?" 

IV. 
J^ vain we ask : for all around 
Stands silence thro" the heavenly ground • 
There's not a glorious mind above 
B^. half the sureugth, or half the love. 

V. 

IJutv O unutterable grace I . 
Th' Eternal Son takes Adam's place; 
Down to the world the Saviour flies, 
Stretches his naked arms and dies. 

VI. 

Justice was pleas'd to bruise the God, 
And pay its wrongs with heav'nly blood; 
"What unknown racks and pangs he bore! 

I'to rose: The Igw could astuQ.moi^% 
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Vfl. 

Amazing work! look down, ye skies;: 
Wonder and gaze, wuh all your eyes:; 
Ye heav'nly thrones stpop from above,!. 
And bow to this raysteriQus love*. 

VIU- 

See, how they bend] See,* how they look t 
Long had they read th' eternal book. 
And studied dark decrees, in vain. 
The Cross and Calvary makes them plain;,, 

IX., 

Now they kre struck with deep- amaze^ 
Each with his wings conceals his face : 
Nor clap their sounding pl^imes, and c;y>j 
7be IVUdom of a Deity ! 

X; 

IrO, they adore th' incarnate Son^ 
And sing the glories he. hath won;- 
Sing how he broke our iron chains. 
How deep he sunk, how high he reignsi; 

XL 
Triumph and reign, victorious Lord, 
By all thy flaming hosts ador'd : 
And say, dear Conqueror; Fay,how long^ 
Ere we shall rise to join their song. 

XIL 

Lo from afar, the promis'd day. 
Shines with a well distingui^h'd ray;- 
But my wing'd passion hardly bears 
These lengths of slow delaying years, 

xni; 

Send diown a chariot from above, - 
With fiery wheels, and pavM with love? 
Raise me beyond i\C ethereal blue. 
To sing and love as angels do. 
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Looking upward. 
I' 

THE heavens invite, mine eye^ 
The stars* salute me round; 
Father, I blush, I mourn to lie . 
Thus groveling on the ground, ^ 

My warmer spirits move. 

And make attempts to fly, 
f wish aloud for wings of love 

To raise me swift and high. 

111. 

Beyond those crystal vaults. 

And all their sparkling balls; 
I'hey're but the porches to thy courts, 
^ And paintings on thy walls. 

IV. 

Vain world', farewel to you ; 

Heav'n is my native air: 
Ibid my friends a short adieu, 
* I^mpatient to be there. 

V. 

I feel my powers releast 
From their old fleshy clod; 
Fair Guardian bear me up in haste, 
And set me near my God. 



Christ Dyings Risings and Reigningi 
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E dies \ the heav'^nly Lover dies f 
The tidings strike a doleful so\m<& 



9B 



92 LTKIC POElMSi Boofc & 

On my dear lieart-strfngs : deep he licfc 
In the cold caverns of the ground. 

IL 

Come, Saints, and drop a tear or two^ 
On the dear bosom of your God ; 
He shed a thousand drops for you,. 
A thousand drops o£ richer blood, 

lil. 
Here's love and grief beyond degree.^ 
The Lord of glory dies for men i 
But lo, what sudden joys 1 see.!, 
Jesus the dead revives again. 

IV.. 

The rising God forsakes the tomb^ 
Up to his Father's court he flies; 
Cherubic legions guard him home, 
Aud shout him welcome to. the skies.. 

Break off your tears, ye saints, and tell'f 
How high our Great Deliverer reigns;. 
Sing how hS spoil'd the hosts of hell. 
And led the monster Death in chains.. 

VI. 

Say "Live forever, wond'rous King; 
•*Born to redeem, and strong to save I'* 
Then ask the moiTSter, "Where's tfis sting?" 
"** And Where's thy vict'ry boasting grave?" 

The God of Thunder. 

L 

OTHE immense, th' amazing height. 
The boundless grandeur of our God,. . 
Who treads the world beneath his feet,- 
And sways ih^ flatioo? wiib bis nodl^ 
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11. 

H& speaks ; and lo, all nature shakes, 
lieav'ns everlasting pillars bow; 
He rends the. clouds with hideous crackS| 
And shoots his fiery arrows thro\ 

. III. 
Well, let the nations start and fly, * 
M the blue Jight'nings horrid glare, 
. Atheists and emperors shrink and die, 
When flame and noise torment the aiff 

iV. 

Let noise and fltme confound the skies*" 
And drown the spacious realms below j 
Yet will we sing ihe thunder's praise, 
Ai]d send our loud ffosannas thro\ 

V. 

Celestial King, thy blazing pow^r; 
Kindles our hearts to flaftiing joy*. 
We shout to hear thy thunders roar,- 
And echo .to our Father's voice. 

VJ. 

Thus shall the God our Sayiour come# 
And light'nings round his ch'ariot play; 
Ye light' nings fly to make hira room. 
Ye. glorious storms prepare his way. 

The Day of Judgmem^ 

' An ode. , 

AtUmpted in Evglhb Sapphic; 

I- 

"TVTHIN ihie fierce north wind with bis airy fi>fce»| 
W Rears up the, Baltic to a foaming fury; 
And the red light'ning, with a stortn of hail comes ^ 

Rustling ^jaasAXV d^Hr\% \ 
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11. 

How the poor sailors stand amazM and tremWef 
While the hoarse thunder like a bloody trumpet. 
Roars a iaud onset to the gaping waters 

Quick £0 devour them* 

in. ' 

Such shall the nois^ be, and the wild disorder, 
(If things eternal may be like these earthly) 
Such the dire cerror when the great archangel 

Shakes tke creation n. 

Tears thesifong piflurs of th6 viiult of TieaVefi^ 
Breaks up cfld marble, the repose of princes; 
See the graves open, and the bones arising. 

Flames all around *em^ 

Hark, the shrill outcries of the guilty wretches! 
Lively bright horror, and amazing anguish. 
Stare thro' cheircye-iids, while the living worm lies 

Gnawing within them* 

VI. 

Tho'ts like oM vultuf-es, prey upon their heart-string$> 
And the smafc twinges, when ;he eye beholds the 
Lofty Judge frowning, and a flood of vengeance 

Rolling afore him* ' 

^^/.' VIL 

Hopeless iiAmortalsf how they scream and shivet 
While devils push them to the pit wide yawning 
Hideoas and gloomy to receive them headlong 

Down to the centre^ 
VIIL 

Stdp" fiere, my fancy: (kll away ye horrid 

Doleful ideas,) come arise to Jesus^ 

How be sits God-like! aud the saints around him 

Throtfd, yet adoring/ 
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IX. 

O may I sit, there when he comes triumph wt^ 
Dooming the nations ! then ascend to glory, 
While our Hosannas all along the passage 

Shout the Redeemer: 



The song of Angels above. 

EARTH has detain'd me prisoner long: 
And I'm grown weary now ;' 
My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue^ 
There's noching here for you. 

II. • 

Tir'd in my thoughts I stretch me dowo; ; 

And upward glance mine eyes. 
Upward, my Father, to ?by throne. 

And to my native skies. 

III. 

There the dear Man, my Saviour sk$^ ■ , p 

The Ood, how bright he shines!. 
And scatters infinite delights . . 

On all tke happy minds. 

IV. 

Seraphs, with elevated straiflsb . ,. ::f 

Circle the thrdne around, ' ', . ' 

And move and chariii the starry, plain* . :.< ^ 
With an imthortai sound. 

V. 

Jesus the Lord,, theiF,harps empIoySji - ' a 

Jesus, my ioVe,' they smg: 
Jesus, the name of both our joys, .. \ 

Sounds sweet from ev'ry striflf, ... ,,: _ •: 
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flarli, liow beyond the'tiarrow bbunaiB 

Of time and ipace they run, 
AjjJ speak in most majestic soundsj 

The Godhead of the Son. 

VII. 

Bow on the Father's breast he lf(f^ 

The darling of his soul. 
Infinite years before the day. 

Or heavens began to roil. 

VlII. 

And now they sink the lofty tdn^ 

And gentler notes they play. 
And bring \h' eternal Godhead dow% 

To dwell in humble clay. 

O sacred "beauties of the Manl . 

(The God resides within 1) 
IHis flesh all pufe without a stain^ 

His soul without a sin. 

.... X. . .^ _ . 

Then, how hfe look'd, and how he smif^ 

What wond'rduis things be said! 
Sweet cherubs "Stay, dwell here a whilft^ 
And cell what Jesus did. 

XT. 

At his command the<blind awake^ 

And feel the. gladsome rays ; 
He bids the ixrmb attempt to speaic. 

They try their tongues in praise. 

XII. 
He shed a thafiwn^ Wessiags tounj' 

Whene'er he turned his eye: 
He spoke, and at the sov'reigi; sounl 

The beliish legfoas fl}^ 
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XIII. 

*rbns while with unambitious strife 

Th' ethereal minstrals rove 
Thro' all the labours of his life. 

And wonders of his love. 

XIV. 
^n the full choir a broken siring 

Groans with a strange surprize ; 
^he rest in silence mourn their King;, 

That bleeds, and loves and dies. 

XV. 

Seraph and saint, with drooping 'wings, 

Cease their harmonious breath ; 
■3No blooming trees, not bubbling springy 

While Jesus sleeps in death. 

XVI. 

Then all at otic6 to living strains. 

They summon ev'ry chord, . 
Breal^ up the tomb, and burst his chains^ 

AuQ shew their rising Lord. 

XVII. 

Around the flaming army throngs 

To guard him to the skies. 
With loud Hosanna's on their tongues, 

And triumph in their eyes. 

XVIIL , 
In atirful state the conqu'ring God 

Ascends his shining throne. 
While tuneful angels sound abroad 

The vicf ries he has won. 

3C!X. 

Now let me rise and join their song^ 
And be an angel too ; 

G 



c8 LYRIC POEMS, Book 1. 

My heart, my hand, my ear, my tongue^ 
Here's joylul work tor you. 

XX. 

I would begin the music here. 

And so my soul should rise: 
Oh for some heavenly notes to beat 

My spirit to the skies ! 

XXL 

There, ye that love my Saviour, sit, 

There I would fain have place. 
Amongst your thrones, or at your feet, 

Sq I might see bis face. 

XXIL 

t am conftn'd to earth no more, 

But mount in haste above. 
To bless the God that I adore. 

And sing the man I love. 



5> 



Fire^ Jir^ Earth and Sea^ praise ye the 

Lord. 

i 

L 

EARTH, thou great footstool of our God 
Who reigns on high; thou fruitful source 
Of all our raiment, life, and food ; 
Our house, our parent, and our nurse; 
Mighty stage of mortal scenes, 
Drest with strong and gay machine?, 
Hung with golden lamps around ; 
(And flow'ry carpets spread the ground) 
Thou bulky globe, prodigious mass. 
That hangs unpillar'd in itn empty space! 
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While thy tinweildy weight rests on the feeble air. 
Bless that almighty Word that fix'd and held thee tbeie* 

IL 

Fire, thou swift herald of his face. 

Whose glories rage at his command, 

Levels a palace with the sand. 
Blending the lofty spires in ruin with the base: 

Ye heav'nly flames, that singe the air, 

Artillery of a jealous God. 
Bright arrows that his sounding quivers bear 

To scatter dearhs abroad; 
Ligbt'nings, adore the sov'reign arm that flings 
flis veng'ance, and your fires upon the heads of kings, 

ill. 

Thou vital element, the Air, 

Whose boundless magazines of breath 

Our fainting flame of life repair. 
And save the bubble man from the cold arms of death* 
And ye whose vital moisture yields 

Life's purple stream a fresh supply ; 
Sweet waters, wand'ring thro* the flow'ry fields. 

Or dropping from the sky; 
Confess the pow'r whose all-sufficient name 
Nor needs your aid to build, or to support our frame« 

IV. 

Now the rude air, with noisy force. 
Beats up and swells the angry sea. 
They join to make our lives a prey, 

' And sweep the sailors hopes away. 

Vain hopes, to reach their kindred on the shores I 
Lo, tne wild seas and surging waves 
Gape hideous in a thousand graves : 

Be still, ye floods, and know your bounds of sand^ 
Ye storms adore your Master's hand; 

The winds are in bis fist^the waves at his commaudU 
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V. 

From Ae eternal emptiness 

His fruitful word by secret springs 

Drew the whole harmony of things 

That forms this noble universe: 

Old nothing knew his pow'rful hand, 

Scarce had he spoke his full command. 
Fire, Air, and Earth, and Sea heard the creating call. 
And leap'd from empty nothing to this bounteous Ail ; 

And still they dance and still obey 
The orders they received the great creation-day. 

Tke Farewel. 
I- ^ 

DEAD be my heart to all below. 
To mortal joys and mortal cares; 
To sensual bliss that charms us so 
Be dark my eyes, and deaf, my ears. 

IL 

Here I renounce my carnal taste. 
Of the fiiir fruit that sinners prize: 
Th«ir paradise shall never waste 
One thought of mine, but to despise. 

^ III. 

All earthly joys are over-weigh'd 
With mountains of vexatious care ; 
And Where's the sweet that is not laid 
A bale CO some destructive snare? 

IV. 

Be gon? forever, Mortal Things, 
Thou mighty mole-hill, Earth, farewel* 
Angdis aspire on lofty wings, 
And jeave the globe fbr ants to dw«lU 
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V. 

Come Heaven, and fill my vast desires. 
My soul pursues the sov' reign good; 
She was all made of heav'nly fires, 
Nor can she live on meaner food. 



God only known to himself. 

I- 

STAND and adore! how glorious Htf 
That dwells in bright eternity ! 
We gaze, and we confound our sight, 
Plung'd ia th' abyss of dazzling lighCr 

II. 
Thou sacred One, Almighty Three, 
Great Everlasting Mystery, 
What lofty numbers shall we frame 
Equal to. thy tremendous name?. 

in. 

Seraphs^ the nearest to the throne. 
Begin, and speaii the great unknown: 
Attempt the song, wind up your strings. 
To notes untry'd and boundless things. 

IV. 
You, whose capacious powVs survey 
Largely beyond our eyes of clay : 
Ybt what a narrow portion too 
Is seen, or known, qr xhoughi by you? 

V. 

How flat yo;^r highest praises faU 
Below th' immense Original! 
Weak creatures wp, that strive in vaia 
To reach aa uQcr^ssiced.^traiaft ... 
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VI. 

Great God,- forgive our feeble lays, 
Sound ouv thine own eternal praise; 
A song so vast, a theme ^o liigli. 
Calls for the voice that tiui'd the sky. 



ife^^ 
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' Tar don andSanctification. 

MY crimes awake; and hideous, fear . 
Distracts my restless mind; 
Guilt meets my eyes with horrid glare^ 
And hell pursues behind. ' " 

It. ' 

Almighty vengeance frowns on high, 

Andflajnes array the throne; 
While thunder ^murmurs round the sky> 

Impatient to be gone. ' 

iiL 

Where sh^Il I hide this noxious head; 

Gan rocks or mountains save? 
Or shall Kwrap me in the shaide 

Of midnight and the grave ? ' 

IV. 

Is there no shelter from (the eye 

Of a revenging God? - 
Jesus, to thy dear wounds I fly. 

Bedew rke wjth thy. blood.' 

V. 

Those guardian drops ray sottl secure, 

And wash away my sin: 
Eternal justice frowns no more, 

And conscience smiles, within* 
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VI. 

I bless that wond'rpiis purple stream. 

That whitens every stain ; 
Yet h my souU but half redeem' d» < 

If Sin tfie tyrant reign. 

vri. ' 

Lord, blast his eniipire with thy breatjb, 

That cursed throne must fall ; 
Ye (lattVini^ plagues that work my deatb^ 

Fly, for i hate you all. 



^ati 



Sovereignty and Grace. 

TttE Lord! how fearful h his. namel 
How wide is his command ? 
Nature with all her moving fram^ 
Rests on bis mighty band. 

II. 

Immortal glory, forms bis throne. 

And li^ht his awful robe; 
Whilst with a smile or with a frow»^ 

He manages the globe. 

HI. 

A word of his almighty breath 

Can swf 11 or sink the seas : 
Build the vast empires of the eariflf^ 

Or break them as he please. 

IV. 

Adoring angels, round hfra fall 

In all their shining forms, 
His sovereign eye looks thro* tbextt all^ 

And pities mortal worm$» 
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V. 

His bowels, to our worthless race, 

In sweet compassion move; 
He cloatbs his looks with softest grace# 

And takes his title, Love. 

VI. 

Now, let the Lord forever reign. 

And sway us as he will ; 
Sick, or io health, in ease or pain,, 

We are his fay'rites stili. * , 

VIL 

No ifaore shall peevish passions rise. 

The tongue no more complain: 
"•Tis sov'r^(gn love ^bat lends pur joys> 

And love resumes again. 
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TAff^ Law and Gospel. 

I. 

•i* /'^URST be the man, forever curst, 

V^ " That doth one wilful sin commit^; 
** Death and damnation for the first, 
." Without relief and Infinite." 

Thus Sinai roars; arid round the earth 
Thunder, and fice, and veng'ance flings;, 
But Jesus thy tiear gasping breath. 
And Calvary say gentler things. 

IIL 
«' Pardon and grace, and boundless love, 
«* Screaming alopjg a Saviour's blood, 
i« And life, a^d joysj and crowns above> 
wDear purchas'd by a bleeding God.'*- 
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IV, 

Hark, how he prtiys, (the charmmg soun4 . 
Dwells on his dying lips) Forgive ; 
And ev'ry groan, and gaping wound^ 
Cries, "Father, let the rebels live." 

V. 

Go, you that rest upon the law. 
And toil, and seek salva-tion there; 
Look to the flames that Moses saw. 
And shrink, and tremble, and despair. • 

'■ ■ • VI. 

But I'll retire beneath the cross ; 
Saviour, at thy dear feet I lie : 
And the keen sword that justice draws> 
Flaming and red, shall pass me by. ^ 



peeking a divine calm in a restless world. 

Mens, quse stabili fata Regis vice, &c. 

Casimirey Book iii. Ode 2^ 

L 

ETERNAL Mind, who rules the fates 
Of dying realms, and rising states, * 

With one unchangM decree. 
While we admire thy vast affairs, 
$ay, can our little trifling cares ; '" * 

Afford a smile to thee ? 

IL ' 

Thou scatters honours, crowns, and gold^ 
We fly »o seize, and fight to hold 

The bubbles and the oar : , 
So emmets struggle for a grain; 
So boys their p^tty wars maintaia -^ 

{*or shells upon tbe 9bore« 
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* And his immortal strength sustains 
* The courts that cost him bipod/ 

XII. 
Hark from on high my Saviour calls r 

"• I come^ my Lord, my Love :" 
Devotion breaks the prison walls, - 

And speeds my last remove. 

Launching into Eternity- 

IT was a^brave attempt!' adventurous He, 
Who in the first ship broke the unknown sear^' 
And leaving his dear native shores behind,^ 
Trusted his life to the licentious wind. 
I see the surging brine r the tempest raves 
'He on a pinc-plank rides across the waves. 
Exulting on the edge of thousand gaping graves : 
He steers tlie winged boat, and shifts the sails, • 
Conquers the flood, aud manages the gales. 

Such is the soul that leaves this' mortal land. 
Fearless when the great Master gives command,. 
Death is the.stornf: She smiles to hear it roar. 
And bids the tempest waft her to the shore : 
Then, wirji a skillful helm she sweeps the seas. 
And manages the raging storm v,/ith ease ; 
(Jler faith can govern deatF) she spreads her wings ^ 
Wide to the wind, and as she sails she sings . > 
And loses by degrees the sight of mortal things. * 
As the shores lessen so her joys arise. 
The wavet roll gentler, ahd the tempest dies. 
Now vast eternity fills all her sight. 
She floats on the broad deep with infinite delight,. 
Theseas forever calm^ the siae $ forever brighu 
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A prospect of the Resurrection. 

(. 

How long shall death the tyrant reigti| 
And triumph o'er the just. 
While the rich blood of martyrs slaia 
Lies mingled with the dust? 

IL 

When shall the tedious night be gooef 

When will our Lord appear? 
Our fond desires would pray him doWH} 

Our love embrace him here* 

in. 

Let fttth arise and climb the bilU, 

And from afar descry. 
Haw distant are his chariot wheels^ 

And tell how fast they fly. 

IV. 
Lo, I behold the scattering shades^ 

The dawn of heav'n appears. 
The sweet immortal morning spreadf 

Its blushesround the spheres. 

V. 
I see the Lord of glory come. 

And flaming guards around: 
The skies divide to make him rooiDj 

The Trumpet shakes the ground. 

VL 
I hear the voice, Te dead ariie^ 

And lo, the graves obey. 
And waking saints with joyful eyes 

Salute th' expefted day. 

- VII. 
They leave the dust, and on the wing 
Rise to the middle air. 



no tYRIC P(5EMS> Book I. 

inshin'mg: ^artnents niieet their Kiq^, 
• And low adore him there. 

VIII. 
b may my "feumhile spidt stand . 

Amongst them cloth'd In white! 
The meanest phce at his right hand 

Is infinixe delight. 

IX. 

How will nviT joy and wonder rise. 

When our returning King 
Shall bear us hdmeward thro' the ski^ 
- On love's triumphant wing? 
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'/id Doniinufn fiostrum & Servatorem 
JESUM CHRISTUM. 

O D A. 

I. 

TE. grande Numen, corporis incola, 
Te, magna magni progenies patris, 
Nomen verendum nostri JEsu 
Vox, Cithara?^ calami sonabunt* 

11. 

■ Aptenlut auro grandisona fides^ 
Christi triumphos incipe Barbite> 
Fractosque terrores Avemi, 
Victum Erebum, domitamque mortem. 

III. 

Immensa vastos saecula circulos 
Yolvere, blando dum patris in sini) 
Toto fruebainr Jehovah 
Oaudia MiUe blbens j£si7s ; 
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IV. 

Donee supemo vidft ab -^iheire 
Adam cadentem, Tartara hiantia 
Unaqiie mergendos ruina 
Heu nimiuui miseros Nepbtes^ 

V. 

Vidir minaces vindicis Angeli 
Ignes & ensem, telaqiie sanguine 
Tingenda nostro, dum rapin« . 
Spe fremuere Erebsea monsffiw 

VI. 

Commota sacras viscera protinus 
Sensere flamraas, Oinnipotens furo* 
Ebullit ImmeusiquQ amoris 
iEthereum ctlet igne pectus. 

VII. 
**Non tota prorsus ^ens liominum dabit 
•*Hosti triumphos: Quid patris & labor 
**Dulcisque imago? num peribunt 
**Fundi^us? O prius astra c«cis« 

. VIII. 

*^ Mergantur undis^ & redeac chaos; 
*'Aut ipse dJsperdam Satanae dolos, 
" Aut ipse disperdar, & isti 

** Septra dabo moderanda dextr» 

IX. 

''Testor'paternura nunien, & hoc caput 
«*/Equa!e testor, dixit; & Athens'* 
Inclinat ingens culmen, alto 
Desiiiitque ruens- Olympo* 

X..- J 

Monale corpus impiger induit 
Artiisque nostros, heu tenues nimii 
Nimisque viles! Vindicique 
Corda dedit fod^euda ferro. 
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XL 

Vitamque raorti ; proh dolor! O gravef 
Tonandis iraei O Lex satis aspera! 
Mercesque peccati severa 
Adamici, vetitique frnccus. 

XII. 
Non poena lenis ! Quo nils impotensi 
^110 ronsa ! largas fundera lachrymas^ 
JJustique Divini triamphos 
Sacrilego temerare fletu? 

' XIII. 

Sepone questus, Iseta Deum cane 
Majore chorda. Psalte sonoriui 
Ut ferrea*; mortis cavernas 
Et rigidam penetravit Aulum* 

XIV. 
Sensere Numen p.egna feralia, 
Miigit Barathrum, contremuit chaos, 
Dirum fremebat Rex Gehennse, 
Perque suum tremebundus Orcum, 

XV. 

Late refiigit. *«NiI agis impie, 
•'Mergat vel imis te Phlegethon vadis, 
" Hoc findet undas fulmen, inquit," 
£t patrios jaculatus ignes* 

XVI. 

Trajecit hostem. Nigra silentia 
tJmbrseque flammas Ethereas pavetit 
Diidum perossB, ex quo corusco 
Prsecipites cecidere Coelo, 

XVIL 

Iramane rugit jam tonitru ; fragot 
L^te ruinam mandat : ab infimis 
Lectseque designata Genti 
Tartara disjiciuQCur antris* 
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XVIII. 
'Heic stfafa passim vincula, & heic jaoeat 
Cinci cruenti, tormina mentium 
Iiivisa; ploratuque vasto 
Spicula mors sibi adempta p!angi(» 

/ XIX. 

•En, ut resurgft victor ab ultimo 
•Ditis profundo, curribus aureis 
' Astricta raptans monstra noctis 
Pcrdomitumque Erebi tyrannum. 

'XX. 

Quanta angelorum gaudia jubilant 
Victor paternum dum repetit polum? 
En qualis arder dum beau 
Limina scandit ovans Olympi I 

XXI. 

'lo triumphe plectra seraph ica, 
;Io triumphe grex hominum sonet, 
fDiim Ua^ta quaquaversus ambos 
Astra rcpcrcutiunt triumphos# 



Sui'impsius Increpatio. 

"EPIGRAMIVTA. 

CORPORE cnrhaeras, Wattsi ? cur incola? terra? ? 
Quid cupis indignuin, mens habitare lutum 1 
Te caro mille mali&prerait; hinc juvenes gravat artus 

Languor,'& bine vegetus crimina sanguis alit, 
Cura, amor, ira, dolor mentem male distrahit aucep» - 
Uodiqua .adeic Sacanas rem sa^vu struens*. 

II 
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Suspice m a>tliereura sigmnt tibi nutibns astra 

Tramitem, & aula vocat parta cruore Dei. 
Te manet Uriel dux ; & tibi subjicit alas 

Stellatas Seraphin officiosa cobors. 
Te superum .chorus optat amans^teinvitat Jesus, 

"Hucades & nostro tempera condesinu," . 
Vere amat ille lutum quern nee dolor aut Satan arcet 

Inde, nee alliciunc Angelus, Astra, Deus. 
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Exchatio Cordis Calum versus^ 

1694, 

HEU quot secla teris c'arcere corporis, 
Wattsi? quid refugis limen & excitum? 
Nee mens iEthereum culmen, & Atria 

Magni patris anhelitat^ 
Corpus vile creat milie molestias, 
Circum corda volant & dolor, & raetus, . ^ 
Peccatum<ivie malis durius omnibus 

Ca^cas insidias srruir, 
Non boc ^rata tibi gaudia de solo 
Surgunt: Christus abest, dellciaj tua?, 
Loiige Christus abest, inter & angeJos 

^ .. Etpicta astra perambulanse 
♦Cceli summa petas, nee jaculabitur, 
Iracunda tonans fiilmina; Te Deus 
Hortatur ; vacuum tende per a;ra 

Pennas nunc homini dataj. 
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Breathing toward the heavenly country, 

Caiimire. Book I, Od. ip. Imitated. 
Urit me Patri Decor ^ &c* 

t- •■ 

THE beauty of my native land 
Iramonal love inspires;, 
I bura, 1 burn with strong desires, 
Aod sigh, and ^vait the high command. 
. TheF^lides the moon her shining way. 
And shoots my heart thro' with a silver ray. 

Upward my heart aspires: 
. A thousand lamps of golden light 
Hung high, in vaulted azure, charm my sight. 
And wink and beckon with their aitiorous fires^ 
■Q ye fair glovies of hiy heav'nly home, 
Bright centlnels who guard my Father'^s courts 
Where all the happy minds resort,* 
When will ray Father*s chariot come?- 
IVTusi ye forever walk the ethereal round. 
Forever see the mourner lie 
Ah exile of -the sky, 
A prisoner of the ground ! 
Descend some shiniirg servants from on high. 
Build me a hasty tomb: 
A grassy turf will raise my head; 
TThe neighbouring lilies dress my bed 5 
. And shed a cheap perf\ime. 
Here I p\xx off the chains of deatlj. 

My spul too long has worn: 
Friends, I forbid one groaning breatb. 

Or tear to wet my urn ; 
Raphael, behold me all undrest^ . 
Here gently lay this flesh to rest. 
Then mount, '*nd lead the path unknown. 
Swift I piirsue .thee, flaming guide, oa pinions oC 
'. my own. 
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Casimiri Epigramma ijoo. 

In Sanctum Ardalionem qui ex Mimo Christianu]> 
factus Martyrium passus est. 

ARDALIO %acro% derldet carmine ritus^ 
Festatjue non aqua voce theatre quatit^ 
Audiit Omnipotem ; *' Non est opus, tnquit^ biulco 
• *' Fultnine ; tarn facilem^ Gratia^ vince virum.^* 
Demerit illq polosy & desertt iste tbeatrmii^ 

Et rereti sacrum v^lvit in ense caput 
*' SiCy sic J inquit ; abit npstrte comtjcdia vita^^ 
Terra rale Ccelum plaude^ tyranne feri» 



ENGLISHED. 

On 5;<7/«/ Ardalio, ^'h'o from a Sta^e-Playcr lecame- 
a Christian^ and siifered Martyrdom. 

J- 

ARDALIO jeers, and in his comic. strains 
The mysteries- of our bleeding God profaneSi 
While his loud laughter shakes the painted scenes. 

IL 

Heaven heard, and strait around the smoking throne 
The kindling lightening in thick flashes shone. 
And vengeful thunder murmur'd to be gone; 

IIL 

Mercy stood near, and with a smiling trow 
Calm\i the ioud'thunder ; " There's no need of you 
^ Grace shall descend, and the. weak man fiiibdue.? 

IV- . . 

Grace leaver "the ^kies, and he the istage forsakes^ 
He bows his head down to the martyring ax, • 
And as he bows, Uiis ^^nile farevvel speaks j 

. • V. 

*« So goes the comedy of life away f" 

" Vain ennh adieu; heaven will applaud to-day ; 

'* Stake, courteous tyrant, and conclude the play/* 
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fflten the protectant Church at Montpelier n'as //e^ 
, molished by the French King's Order^ the Protein 
tants laid Stones up in their Burying-place^ 
whereon a Jesuit wade a La tit} Epigram^ 

e;j^ghshed thus: 

A HUG'NOT church, once at Montpelier builc, . 
Stood and proclaim'd their madness & their guilty 
Too long it stood beneath heat'n's angry frown. 
Worthy when rising to be thunder'd down, 
Lewis, at last, th* avenger of the skies. 
Commands, and level with the ground iD lies : 
The stones dispersed, their wretched offspring come. 
Gather, and heap them on their Father's tomb. 
Thus the curs'd house falls on the builder's head : -% 
And tho' beneath the ground their bones are laid, C 
Yet the just vengeance still pursues the guijty dead, 5 



The Answer hy a French Protestant. 

ENGLISUEO THUS J * ' 

A CHRISTIAN church once at Montpelier stood, 
An^ nobly spoke the builder's zeal of God» 
It stood the envy of the fierce dragoon. 
But not deserved to be destroyed so soon : 
Yet Lewis, the wild tyrant of the age. 
Tears down the avails, a victim to his rage* 
Young faithful hands pile up the sncred stones 
CDear monument !) o'er their dead father's bones \ 
The stones shall move when the dead father's rise, 
•Start up before the pale destroyer's eyes, 
/ind testify his madness to th' averting skies^, 
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Two ha^py rhals^ Devotion and th^ Muse*^ 



"VVTILD as the ligbt'ning, various as the mopn, 
I IT Roves ray Pindaric song: ' 

' Here she glows like burning noon 

In fiercest flames, and here sTie plays 
Gentle as star-bearas on the midnigh.t seas; 
Now in a smiling angel's form. 
Anon she rides upon the storm, 
IfOud as the noisy thundier, as the deluge stroDgn 
Are my thoughts and wishes free. 
And know no number nor degree ?. 
Such is the muse: io, she disdains 

The links and chains. 
Measures and rules of vulgar strains [reigns. 

And o'er the law$ of harmony, a sov'reigu queeu sh^ \ 

If she roves. 
By streams or groves. 
Tuning her pleasures or her pains, 
My passion keeps her still in si^ht. 
My passion holds an equal flight 
Through love's, or nature's wide campaigns^ 
If with bold attempt she sings 
Of the biggest mortal things, \ 
Tottering thrones and nations islain s 
Or breaks the fleets of warring kings, 
' While thunders roar 
From j»hore to shore. 
My soul sits fast upon her wings, ' 
And sweeps the crimson surge, or scours the^Jurple 
Still I attendker as she fifes, / Lplaiai 

Round thQ broad globe, and all beneath the skies. 
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HI. 

But when from the meridian star> 

Long streaks of glory shine. 
And heaven invites her from afar. 
She takes the hint, she knows the sign, 

TIi« muse ascends her heavenly car, 
And climbs the steepy path, and means the throne d: 
Then she leaves my fluti'ring mind £vin< 

Clogg'd with clay, and unrefin'd. 
Lengths- of distance far behind; 
Virtue lags with heavy wheel ; 
Faith has wings, but cannot rise. 
Cannot rise,-- — Swift and high 
As the winged numbers fly. 
And faint Devotion panting lies 

Half way up th' ethereal hilL 

IV. 

O why is Piety so weak. 

And yet the' muse so strong? 
When shall these hateful fetters break 

That have confi'd me long ? 
Inward a glowing heat I fed, 

A spark of heav''nly day ; 
But earthly vapours damp my zeal. 
And heavy flesh drags me the downward way. 
Faint are the efforts of my will. 
And mortal passion- charms my soul astray. 
Shine, thou 5weet hour of dear rcleasje. 
Shine from the sky. 
And call me high 
To mingle with the choirs of glory and of bliss. 
Devotion there begins the flight, v 

Awakes the song, and guidss the way: 
There Jove and zeal divine and bright ' '\ 
Trace oiit new regions in the world of light,' 
And scarce the boldest muse can fbUow or obe^# 
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V. 

Fm in a dream, and fancy reigns. 
She spreads her gay delusive scenes; 

Or is the vision true ; 
Behold Religion on her throne. 
In awful state descending down. [vieWi, 

And her dominions vast and bright within my-spacious 
' She smiles, and with, a courteous hand 

She beckons me away ; 
I feel mine airy powV loose from the cuinb'rous clajj^. 
And with a joyful haste obey 

Religion's high command. 
What lengths, and heights, and depths unknown J: 
Broad fields with blooming glory sown. 
And seas, and skies^ and stars her own^ 

In an unmfeasnr'd sphere! 
What heavens of joy^ and light serene^, 
"Which not the rolling* sun has seen. 
Where not the roving muse has beeUi 

That greater traveller J. / 

VI. 

A long farewel to all belowj 
Farewel to ail that sense can show* 
To golden scenes, and flow'ry fieMs^. 
To all the worlds that fancy builds. 

And all that poets know. 
Now the swift transports of the mind. 

Leave the flutt'ring muse behind, [the wind;, 
A thousand loose Pindaric plumes fly scattering dowa) 
Amongst the clouds I lose my breath, 

Thfe*" rapturie grows too strong: 
The feeble fjow'rs that Nature" gave 
Faint and drop downward t6 the grave; 
Receive their fall, thou treasurer of deati; 
I will no' more demand my tongue. 
Tin af^-^ross or^an well refiu'd 
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Can trace the boundless fliglits of an unfettered mind^ 
And raise an equal ^ong. 



«^^^™""**i*"»"^ 



THE rOLLOWING POEMS OF THIS BOOK AT>E 
PECULIARLY DJEDICATED TO mVlNE LOir£,. 



The Hazard of laying the Creatures* 



'WT^^^^'^^ ™y flattVing passions rovo 
W I find a lurking snare ; 
•Tis dangerous to let loose our love 
Beneath th' Eternal Fair.. 

IL 

Souls whom the tye of friendship bindisr^ 

And partners of our blood. 
Seize a large portion of o^u" minds. 

And leave the \%ss for God, 

III. 

Nature has soft but powerful hands. 

And reason she controuls; 
While children, with their little hapdtf. 

Hang closest to our souls, 

IV. 

Tbonghless they act.ih' old Serpent's part 
What tempting things they be ! 

l^ord, how they twine about our heart, 
And draw it off from thee! 

V. 

Our hasty wills run blindly on> 
WUere rising passba rolla. 
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Jnd thus we make our fetter* sti-ong,, . 
To bind our slavish souls,. 

VI. . 
Dear Sov*reign, break these fetters off^ 

And set our spirits free ; 
God in himself is bliss enough,, 

ITor we have all Jn. thee.. 



Desiring to love Christ., 

> 

r. 

COME, ret me Jove : or, is thy mind ' 
Hardened to a stone, or froze to ice? 
t see the blessed Fair One bend 
And stoop t* embrace me from the skies !. 

IL 

O I *tis a thought would melt a rock. 
And make a heart of iron move, 
That those sweet lips, that heav'niy look, 
Should seek and wish a mortal Ibvc ! 

IIL 

1 was a traitor doom'd to fire, 
Bound to sustain eternal pains ;. 
He flew on win^ of strong desire. 
Assumed my guilt, and took my chains. 

IV, 

Infinite grace! almighty charms! 
Stand in amaze, ye whirling skies, 

JESUS the G6d, with naked arms, 
langs on a cross of lowQ, and dies. 

V. 

Did pity ever stoop so low, 
Vress'd in Divinity and blaod? 
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Was ever rebel courted so 
In groans of an (jxpiring God? 

VI. 

Angels he lives ; and spreads his hands. 
Hands that were nail'd to tortVing smart ; 
£y these dear wounds ^ says he ; and standi 
And prays to clasp me to his heart. 

VII. 

Sure I must love ;< or, are my ears 
Still deaf, nor will my passion move ? 
Then let me melt this heart to tears^ 
l^his heart shall yield to death or love. 



The heart given awa^^ 
I. . 

IF t^ere are passions In my soul, 
^And passions sure they be} 
Now they are all at thy controul*. 
My Jesus, all for Thee, 

II. 
If love that pleasing power, can rest 
• In hearts so bard as mine. 
Come, gentle Saviour to my breast. 
For all my love is thine. 

III. 

Let the gay world with treacherous art^ 

Allure my eyes in vain: 
I have convey'd away my heart. 

Ne'er to return again. 

IV. 

I feel my warmest passions dead • 
To all that earth can boast: 

This soul of rapine was never madc^ 
For vanity and c^^s.c,. 
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V. 

Now I call fix my thoughts above. 

Amidst their flattering charms. 
Till the dear Lord that hath my love 

Shall call me to his Arms. 

VI. 

So Gabriel, at his King*6 command. 

From yon celestial hill. 
Walks downward to our worthless landji 

His soul points upward still. 

VII. 

He glides along my mortal thiftgs. 

Without a thought of love, 
Fu^fils his task and spreads his wings 

To reach' the reulms above. 



MedUation in a Grov^. 

SWEET muse, descend and bless the shade. 
And bless the evening grove ; 
Business, and noise, and day are fled. 
And every care but love». 

II. 

But hence, ye wanton young and fa^Ta 

Mine is a purer flame: . 
rCo Phillis shall Infect the air. 

With her unhallow'd nan)e».. 

IlL 

Jesus has t\\ my powers po^sest. 

My hopes, my fears^ my joys : 
He the dear Sovereign of my breast. 

Shall stiU command my voic^t - 



\ 
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IV. 

Some of the fairest choirs above 

Shall flock around my song. 
With joy CO hear the name they lovch 

Sound from a mortal tongue. 

V. 

His charms shall make my numbers flovft 

And bold the falling floods. 
While silence sits on evVy boiigh. 

And bends the listening woods. 

VI. 

1 11 carve our passion on the bark, 

And every wounded tree 
Shall drop and bear some mystic mar^ 

That Jesus dy'd for me. 

VII. * 

The swains shall wonder wlien they readj 

Inscribed on all the' grove. 
That heaven itself came down and bled 

To win a mortal's love.. 



i=^ 



The Fairest, and the only Beloved. 

I. 

HONOUR t(t thftt. diviner ray 
That first allur'd :my eyes away 
From every mortal fair; • 
All the gay things that hold, my sight 
Seem but the ^winkling sparks of bighe^ 
And languishing in doubtful light 
Die at the morning-scar,, 

ir. 

Whatever speakf jhe X]rodhtfad'j;reaf 

And fit to be adof d^ . i^ • 
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XVhatever makes tlie creature sweet. 
And worthy of my passion, meet 

Harmonious in my Lord. 
A thousand grtfces. ever rise 

A bloom upon his face; . 
A thousand arrows from his eyes 
Shoot thro' npr heart with dear surprize. 

And guard around the place* 

' ill. 

All nature's art sliaTi never cure 
The heavenly pains I found, 
And 'tis beyond tfl beauty's power 
To make another wound : 
Earthly beauty's grow and fade ; 
Nature heals the Hounds she made, 
But charms so nmch divine 
Hold a long empire of the heart; 
What heaven "has jofn'd shall never part>. 
And Jbsus must be mine. 

IV. , 

In v*n the envious shades of night. 
Or flatterie* of the day, « 

Would vaitbis image from piy, sight. 

Or tempt my soul away • 
Jesus is all my waking th^me. 
His lovely form meets every dream 
And "knows 'not to depart: 
The passion reigns • 
Thro' all my veins. 
And floatingroiind the crimson stream^. 
Still finds him at my heart. , ; , 

V. 

Dwell there, forever dwell, my Love 3 . 
Here 1 confine my senses ^ . ^ . . 



i 
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Nor dare my wildest wishes rove. 

Nor stir a thought from thence. 
Amidst thy glories and thy grace 
Let all my remnant-rainiues pass; 

Grant thou Everlasting Fair, 

Grant my soul a mansion there; 
My soul aspires to see thy face. 
Though life should for the vision pay j 
So rivers run to meet the sea. 
And rose iheir nature in th' embrace* 

VL 

Thou art my ocean, thou my God, 

In thee the 'passions of the mind^^ 

With joys and freedom unconfin'd 

Exult, and spread their powers abroad* 

Not all the glittering things on high. 

Can make my heaven, if thou remove j ' 

I shall be tir'd, and long to die; 

Life is a pain without my love: 

Who could ever bear to be 

Ciirst with immortality 
Amo^ig Uie stars,, but far from Thee? .^ 



Mutual Love stronger than Death, 

I. 

NOT the rich world of trn'nds above ' 
Can pay tha mighty debt of Jove : • 
I owe to Christ my God : 
Witlj pangs which none but he could fee} . 
He brought my guilty soul from hell: ;. 
Not the first seraph's tongue can teli 
The value of his bloods 
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II. 

Kin(?ly he seiz'd tnfe ift his amis, 

prom the false world's peruicious chanlijj 

With force divinely sweet, 
bad Lteti thousand Hves my own, 
;At his command. 
With cheerful hanS, 
Vd pay the vital. treasure dotvii, 
111 hourly tributes at his feet* 

III. 

But, Saviour, let me taste thy grace. 

With ev'ry fleeting breath 2 
And through thatlieaven of pleasure pass^ 
To the cold arms of death; 
Then I could lose successive souls 

Fast as the minutes fly; 
So billow after billow rolls 

To kiss the shore, and die* 



■M«N 



Ti^e Substance of the jfoilowing Copy., and many of 
the Lines were sent we by an esteemed friend^ Mr^ 
\Ji,^ovjEj&^witb a desire^ that I would form them 
into a Pindaric Ode: but I retained bis mea^ 

sureSm lest I should too much alter his sense^-. 

' ■■ • I . 

H" ■ - • . ' 

A sight <?/CHaisT. 

ANGELS 'onight, your God and King sorround 
With noble songs; in his exalted flesh 
He claims your worship ; whilfe his saints on earth. 
Bless their Redeemer-God, with humble tongues* 
Angels with lofty honours crown his head; 
We bowing at his feet, by faith we feel 
tils distant influeuce, and confess his.love.- 
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Once 1 beheld his face, when beams diifrne ' 
Broke from bis eye-leds, and unusual light 
Wrapt rae at once in glory and surprize. 
My joyful heart high leaping' in my breast 
Witk transport cry'd, this is the Christ ofCoi; 
Then threw my arms around in sweet embrace, 
Andcla«p'd, and bow'd adoring low, tilil was lost ifli 
him. 

While he Appears no other charms can hold 
Or dr|W my soul, asham'd of former thiiiffs, 
Which no remembrance now deserve Or namd 
Tho with contempt 5 best in oblivion hid. 

But the bright shine and presence soon withdrew; 
t sorught him whom I love, but found him not; 
I felt his absence; and with strongest cries 
Proclaira'd, fVhere Jesus is nor^ all is vain. 
Whether I hold him with a full delight. 
Or seek him panting with extreme desire, 
'Tis he alone can please my wond'ring soul; ' 
To hold or seek him is my only choice. 
If he tefrain on me to cast his eye, 
Down from his palace, nor my longing soul 
With .upward look can spy my dearest Lord 
Through his blue pavement. Til behold him still 
With .sweet reflexion on the peaceful cross. 
All in his blood and anguish groaning deep. 
Gasping aixi dying there ■ ■■ ■ ■' 
This sight I ne'er can lose, by it I love. 
A qufck'ning virtue from his death inspired 
Is life and breath to me; his ilesn my food: 
His vital blood I drink, and hence my strength« 

I Jive, I'm strong, and now eternal life 
Beats quick within my breast ; my vigorous mind 
gpurns the dull eanh, and on her fiery winga 

I 
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Readien the mount of Purposes Divfn^ 

Counsels of peace between th' Almighty Thretl 

Conceiv'd at once, and sign'd without debate, 

In perfect union of ch' Eternal Mind. 

With Vast amaze I see the unfathom'd thoughts^ . 

Infinite schemes, and infinite designs 

Of God's own heart, in which he. ever rests. 

Eternity lies open to my view; 

Here the beginning and the end lof all 

I can discover*: Christ the end of all. 

And Christ the great Beginning; he my IJead^ . 

My God, my glory, and my all in all. 

O that the day, the joyful day, were come, . 
Wlien the first Adam, from his ancient dust, 
Crov/h'd with new honours, shall revive and sed^ 
Jesus his son and Lord ; while shouting saints 
Surround their King, and God's eternal Son 
Shines in the midst, but with superior beams. 
And like himself; then the mysterious Word,- 
Long hid behind the letter, shall appear 
All spirit and life, and in the fullest light. 
Stand forth to public view; and there disclose 
His Father's sacred works, and wond'rous waysti 
Then wisdom, righteousness, and grace divine. 
Through all the infinite transactions past. 
Inwrought and shining shall with double blaze^ 
Strike opr astonisk'd eyes, and ever reign 
Admir'd and gloriou* in triumphant light. 

Death, 5nd thd Tempter, and the man of sinV 
Now at* the bar arraign 'd, in judgment cast, 
ShaUVex the sainus no more: but perfect love 
And loudest praises perfect joy create. 
While ever-eircling years maintain the blissful smt^ 
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W^ova oh a Cross^ and a Throne^ 



1. 

">■ . • ■ 

*1^0W let my faith grow strong, nnd rise, 
X^ And view tny Lord in aill his love ; 
Lo9k back, to, hear his dying cries. 
Then mount and see his throne above* 

IL 

See where he languished on the croj?s ; 
Beneath my sins he groan'd and dy'd \ 
See where he sits to plead my cause 
By his Almighty Father's side* 

tf I behold his bleeding heart. 
There love in floods of sorrow reigftjsy 
He triumphs o'er ,the killing smart. 
And buys my pleasure with his pain^^ 

m 

Or If I climb th* eternal' hills. 
Where the dear Conqueror sits enthrott'dy 
Still in his heart compassion dwells, 
Near the memorials of his wound. 

V. 

How shall a pardon'd rebel show 
How much I love my dying God| : 
Lord, here*i banish every foe, 
I hate the sins that cost thy blood» 

;VL ' 

1 hold no more commerce with hell^ 
My dearest lusts shall all depart; 
But let thine image ever dwell 
Sumpt as a seal upon my heart« 






J 52 LYRIC POEMS, Book L 

A, preparatory thought for the Lord's Sup^ 
per. In imitation of Isa. Ixiii. i, 2, 3, 

I. 

T^HAT heavenly Man, or lovely God, 

W Comes marching downward from the sky^ 
Array'd in garments roll'd in blood, 
With joy and pity in his eye ! 

The Lord! the Saviour! yes, *trs be; 
I know him by the smiles he wears: 
Dear glorious man that dy'd for me, 
Drench'd deep in agonies and tears I 

III. 

Lo! he reveals his shining breast: 
I own these wounds, and I adore: 
Lo I he prepares a royal feast ; 
Sweet fruit of the sharp pangs be boret 

IV. 

Whence flo'w these favours so divine f 

Lord ! why so lavish of thy blood ? ^ 

Why for such earthly souls as mine. 

This beav'nly flesh, this saered- food ? 

'Twas his own lAvethat made htm bleedj 
That naird hira to the cursed tree ; 
'Twas his own love this table spread 
For such unworthy worms as we. 

VL • ^ 

Then let us taste the Saviour's love; 
Come, Faith, and feed upon the Lord: 
With glad consent oiir lips sha41 move,. 
And sweet Hosannas crown the board. 
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Converse mth Ckri$t# 
I. 

I'M tirM wfih visits, modes, and formi^ 
And flatteries paid to fellow- worms; * 

Thei/conversation cloys ; * 

Their vain amours, and empty stuff: 
But I can nt'er enjoy enough 
Of thy best company, my Lord,thou life of all my joys* 

n. 

When be begins to tell bis love. 
Through every vein my passions move. 

The captives of his tongue : 
In midnight shades on frosty ground, 
I could attend the pleasing sound, 
_Nor should I feel December coldi nor chink the darki* 
ness iong« 

III. 

• There, while I here my Saviour God, 
Count o'er the sins* (a heavy load} 
He bore upon the tree, 
\ iDward I>blush with secret shame. 

And weep, and love, and bless the name ' 
That knew not guilt, nor grief bis own, but bare Ir 
&U for me* 

IV. 

Next be describes the thorns be worf> 
And talks his bloody passion o*er. 

Till I am drown'd in tears: 
!yet with a sympathetic smart. 
There's a strange joy beats roHfld my betrt; 
The cursed tree has blessings iu'c^ my sweetest balm 
it bears. 



I kear the glorious Sufferer telU 
now on his cross he vanquished heij^ 

And all the powers beneath : 
Transported and inspir'd, my tongue 
Attempts his triumphs in a song: 
^ow has the serpent lost his stingy and wjjere^ /^ 
* yictoj-y Death? 

. . VL 

JBut when he shews his hands and hear^ 
With those dear prints' of dying smart. 

He sets my soui on fire:* 
Not thQ beloved John could rest 
With more delight upon that breast^ , 
JNor Thomas pry into those wouuds with more 1^ 
teuse desire* - ■ ^- 

VIL 

Kindly he opens me his ^ar. 

And bids me pour my sorrow there^ 

And teU him all my pains: r - 
Thus whife I ease my burden'd heart, , 

In ev'ry woe he bears a part, - 
His arms embrace me, and his hand my droopind 
head .sustains. ^^ 

VHL 

^ ..... 

Fly from my thoughts, all human things, 
And sporting swains, and fighcing kings. 

And tales of wanton love : 
iVly soul clisdains that little snare 
The tangles of Almira's hair; 
pThiiio arms, my God, are sweeterbaud*, norcaamji- 
l^earcremoY^f 
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Grace shining^ and Nature faiming. 
Sol. Song i. 3. ii. 5. & vi. 5, 

!• 

TELL me, fairest of thy Kfndj 
Tell me Shepherd, all divine* 
Where this fainting head reclin'd 
May relieve such carps as mine : , \ 

Shepherd, lead me to thy grove; 
If burning noon infect the sky 
The sick'ning sheep to covert fly, J 
The sheep not half so faint as 1, 
Thus overcome with love. 

IL 

Say, thou de^r Sovereign of my breasfj 
Where dgst thou lead thy flock to res*4 

Why should I appear like one 

Wild and wand'ring all alone, 

Unbeloved and unknown? 

O my great Redeemer, say. 

Shall I turn my feet astray I 
"Will Je§us bear to see me rove,] 
JTo see m? seek another love ? -^ 

in. 

Ne*er had I knoxvn his dearest name, .. 

Ne'er had I felt his inward flajpe, i., 

Had not his Jieart-strings first began the tender souW^ f 

Nor can I bear the thought, that Hg 
Shou'd leave the sky, 

Shou'd bleed and die, ; . 

Should love a wret-ch so vile as me ' ! ^ * 
Without returns of passion for his dying; wound* 

IV. - - 

His eyes are glory mix'd with grace \ 
la his delisJitfwl awful fac§, 
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Sits mafesty anci gentleness, 
So tender i& my bleeding heart. 
That with a frown be kills J 
His absence is perpetual smart 
Nor is ray saul refin'd enough 
To bear che beainilig of his love. 

And feel his warmer smiles. 
Where shall I rest this drooping, head* 
I love, I love the^un, and yet I want the shade., 

V. 

My sinking spirits feebly strive 

T' endure the extasy; 
Beneath these rays I cannot live. 

And yet without them die, 
None knows the pleasure and the pain 
That all mv inward povv'rs susttain T^^^nK. 

But such ai feel a Saviour's Ipye, and love the G.ojcJ 

VK 

Oh ! why should beauty heavenly bright 

Stoop to charm a mortal's sight. 
And, torture with the sweet excess of light? 

Oiir hearts, alas! how frail their, make! 

With their own weight of joy they break. 
Oh ! why is love so strong, and nature*^ self sa weafc^^ 

VIL 

■ 

Turn, turn away thine eyes. 
Ascend the. azure hills, and shine 
Awoiigst the happy tenants of the skles^L 
They can sustain a vision so divine. 
^ O turn thy lovely glories from me^ 
The joys are too intensCj the gloriefs overcom;e fflieb . 

f . Vlil. 

Dear Lord, forgive my ^rash complaint. 
And loye me still , 
Agaiilst rtly froyvard "^ill ; , 

Vnvcil thy beautiesi^ tho' Ifainu ^ 
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$end the great herald from the sky. 
And at the trumpet's gwtui rotr 
This feeble state of things shall fly. 
And pain and pleasure mix no more : 
Then shall I j>aze with strengthen'd sighl 
On glories infinitely bright, 
l^y bean shall all he love, my Jesus all delight. 



Love to Christ present or absent. 

I. 

OF all the joys we mortals know, 
Jesus, thy love exceeds the rest^ 
Love, the best blessing here below. 
And nearest image of the blest. 

IL • . 

Sweet are my thoup:hts, and soft my care^, 
When^ the celestial flame I feel ; 
In all ray hopes, and all my fears. 
There's sion^ething kind and pleading still* 

III. 
While I am held in bis embrace • 
There's not a thought attempts to rove; 
Each smile he years upon his face 
Fixes, and charms, and fires my lovct . 

IV, 

He speaks, and sialgbt immortal joys 
Run thro' my ears, and reach my heart} 
My soul all melts at.that dear voice. 
And pleasure shoots thro' ev'ry paiu . 

V. 

If he withdraw s moment's space. 
He leaves a sacred pledge bcMad^ 
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Here In this breast this image stays, 
the grief and comfort of my mind, 

VL ■ 

While pf his absence I complain, 
And long,' and weep as lovers do^ 
There's ^ strange pleasure in the pain. 
And tears have their own sweetness too^ 

VIL 

When round his courts by day I rove^ 
Or ask the 'watchmen of the night 
jFor some kind tidings of my love, 
His very name creates delight. 

. viii. 

JEsus, my God ; yet rather comp : ' ' 

flitiQ eyes would dwell upon thy face, 
*Tis best to see my Lord at home. 
And feel the presence of his grace. 



^ 



""The ahsence iff Christ^ 

COME, lead me to some lofty shad^ 
Where iUrtles moan their loves ; 
Tall shadows were for lovers made i 
And grief becomes the groves. 

II. 

*Tis no mean beauty of the grbutid ' 
That has ^nslavM mine eyes; 

I faint beneath a nobler wound, 
I^or love below the skies. 

III. 

Jesus, the spring of all that's briglir> 
The everlasting fair, 
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immmitFmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmmtmmmHm 



Bacred to Devotion/ &c* i3S| 

^eav'n's ornament, and heaven's delig^l^ 
Is my eternal carei. 

IV. 

But ah! how far above this grave 
Does the bright Charmer dwell ? 
Absence, thou keenest wound to love:| 
' That sharpest pain I feel. 

V. 

iPensive I climb the sacred hills. 

And near him vent ray woes ; 
Vet his sweet face he still conceal5|^ 

Yet still my passion grows. 

VI. 

I murmur to the hollow vale,. 

I tell the rocks my flame. 
And bless the echo in her cell 

That best repeats her name. » 

VIl. 

My passion breaths perpetual sighi. 

Till pitying wiiids shall hear, 
^nd gently bear them up the skiesj^ 
"And gently wound his ear. . 



J)esirh^ hU Hescent to Earthy 

TFESUS, I love,; Come, dearest Namdp 
I Come and possess this heart of mine ^ 
^I love, though 'tis a fainter flame. 
And infinitely less than thine. 

OJ if my Lord would leave the 8kieif|- 
i^W iu the rays of .mildest grace, , . : , 
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IVTy sou! should hasten to mine eyes 
Xo meet tUe pleasures of his face, 

III. 
How would I feast on all bis charms^ 
T hen round his lovely ieet entwine ! 
V/orship and love, in all their forms. 
Should honour beauty so divine, 

IV. 

In vain the tempter's flattering tongue^ 
The world in vain should bid me move* 
In vain; for I should gaze so long 
Till I were all transform'd to love. 

Then mighty God, Td smg and say, 
*' What empty names are crowns and kingsl^ 
"Amongst them give these worlds away^ ^ - 

** These little despicable things, 

I would not ask to climb the sky. 

Nor envy angels thoir abode, 

I have a heavVas bright and high^ * 

la the blest visiott of my God, 



^^scendihg to Him in Heaven. •- 

I.' 

*/T^IS pure" delfghr, without illby^ 

X Jesus^ to h?ar thy name. 
My spirit leaps wi^h inward joy, 

X feel the sacred iiam«» 

My passions fjold a pleasing rngrt. 
While love inspires my fareasc ^ . 
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Love, the divinest of the train, 
The sov'rei^a o£ the rest. 

III. 
This is the grace rtust cleave afld std^ 

When Faith and rear shall cease. 
Must sound from ev'ry joyful strioj 

Thro' the s^wfiet groves of bliss* 

IV. 

Let life immortal seize my day; 

Let Love refine my b!oo3; 
Her flames can bear ray soul ^W2jf 

Can bring me neit my God« 

Swift I ascend the heavenly placc^ 

And hasten to my home, 
I Jeap to meet thy kind embrace, 

I come. O Lord, I come. 

VI. 

Sink down, ye separating hills. 
Let guilt and death remove; 

'Tis love that drives my chariot%wh«eb# 
And death must yield to love* 



^4*?. 



1 



c= 



!-»>?*■ 



The presence of God worth dying fir: 
Or, theiDeath e?/ Moses. 



I. 

LORD, 'tis^n Infinite delight 
To see thy lovely face. 
To dwell whole a^es in thy sight. 
And feel thy vital r^ys. 



^ 1 



< II. 

f 

?irhis Gabriel knows ; and sjngs thy namef 

With rapture on his tongue: 
JVToses the saint enjoys the same< 

And heaven repeats the song; 

III. 

^IVhile the bright nationsounds thy prais# 
: From each eternal hill, 
pweet odours of exhaling graco 
The happy region fill. 

i. . IV. 

,Tthy love, a sea without a shoref^ 

Spreads life and. joy abroad : 
■t) 'tis a heaven worth dying foe 

To see a smiling God ! 

V. 

ifhew me thy face, and Til awsyv 

From all inferior things; 
';Speak, Lord, and here I quit my clay^ 

And stretch my airy wings. 

VL 

tf weet was tlie journey to the sky^ 

The wondVous prophet try**d; 
Climb up the mounts says God, and die j^ 

The prophet climb'd and dy'd* . 

VII. 

Softly his fainting head he lay 

: Upon his Maker'^s breast ; 
"His Maker ^kiss'd his soUl away^j 
And laid his flesh to rest. 

VIII. 

;in God's own arms *e left the fcrieSt^ 

That God's own Spirit gave; 
Tlis was the noblesc road to death, 

And his the sweetest grave. 
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Longing for his Re fur m 



I. 

O'Twas a mournful parting dayt 
Fartivel my spwse^ he said; 
(How tedious Lord is thy delay! 
How long my Love hath staid 1^ 

U. 

i^arewei! viX once he left the ground^ 
And climb'd his Father's sky; 

Lord, I would tempt thy chariot ddwit^ 
Or leap to thee on high. 

iir. 

Round the creation wild I rove*,- 
And seardh the globe in vain ; 

There's nothing here that's worth my lovdf 
'Till thou return again. 

IV. 
My passions fly to seek their King^ 

And send their groans abroad. 
They beat the air with heavy wing^ 
And mourn an absent God. 

V. • 

With inward pain my heart-strings souniJ/ 

My soul dissolves nway ; 
Dear Sovereign, whirl the seasons round. 

And bring the promised day. 



=3e 



Hopo in Darkness^ 

L 

YET gracious God, 
Yet will 1 seek thy smiling face; 
What iho' a^hort eclipse bis be*uue% ^VctOi^^ 
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And bar.tbe influence of his rays, 
^is but a mSrning vapour, or a i>u miner ctoud[^ 
He Is my sun, xhougli he refuse to shine, 
Tbo' for a moment be depart 
I dwell forever on his heartj 

Forever he on mine. 
Early before the light arise 
ril spring a thought away to Godi 
The passion pf my heart and eyes 
Shall shout a thousand groans and sighs^ 
A thousand glances strike the skies. 

The floor of his abode* 

IL 

Dear SovVeign^ hear thy servant pray* 

Bend the blue heavens. Eternal King, 

Downward! thy cheerful graces bring ; 
Of shall I breathe in vain, and pant my hours iiway f 
Break, glorious Brightness, thro' the gloomy veil. 

Look how the armies of despair 

Aloft their sooty banners rear^ 
Round my poor captive soul, and dare 

Pronounce me prisoner of hell. 

But Thou, my Sun, and Thou, my Shield, 

Wilt save me in the bloody field ; fray,- 

Break, gloridus Brightness, shoot one glitamermg 

One glance of thine creates a day. 

And drives the troops of hell away. 

III. 

Happy the. times; but, ah! the 'titties are gone 
When wbntii'rous power and radiant grace 

Round the tall arches of the temple shone. 
And mingled their victorious rays: 

Sin, with all its ghastly train, 
Fled to the- deeps of death again, ^ 

And smiilug ttiumph sac on evVy facei 
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'bur spirits faptufd with tbe sight, . 
^here all devotioii,. all delight, 
-And loud Hosanna's -sounded the Redeeinet^s praise* 
^ Here could I say, 

"(And point the plate Whereon I stood;) 
'•Here I enjoy'd a vfeit half the day 
From ray descending God:; 
1 was regai^d^^ i/i4th heav'nly fare. 
With fruit and manna from above*: 
IDivinely swe^t'th^-biessittgs w«re 
While mine Emmanuel was tb^FOS 
And o'e^r my head 
Tbe Coiviueror spread 
'I'he banner of his love, 

-tv. 

"Then with my 'heart sunk down so lowl 
"Why do laine eyes dissolve and flow. 

And hopeless nature mourn.? 
Review, my soul, those, pleasing daysj 
Read his unalterable grace 
Thro' tbe^spleasure of his face. 
And Wilt a kind return, 
•ft father's I6ve may raise a frown 

To chid the child, and prove the son^ 

But love will ne'er destroy; 
The h^ur of darkness is but short, 
Taith be thy ftife, and Patience thy suppoirty 
The morning briBgs the joy.. 
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Hame^ Lord Jesus. 

HEN shall thy lovely, face be seen ^ 
When shaU oui eyes behgld our GodI 

K 
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What leogtlis of distance He betweeni 
IVnd hills of gaik? a heavy load? 

,11. 

Our months are ages of delay. 
And slowly every minute wears ; ; . . 
Fly, winged time, ^d roll away 
These tedious ro\^ds of sluggish yeaiv^ " t 

IIL 

Ye heavenly gates, hoose all your chains, 
X.et the eternal pillar<{ bow; 
!Biest Saviour, cleave the starry plains^ 
And make the crystal meuntaiiis flow.^ 

IV. ^ 

Hark» bow thy saints unite their cries,. 
And prayi and wart the general doom-: / 
Come, Thou, The Soul of all our ]QySt . 
Thou, the Desire of Nations, come. 

Put thy bright robes, of triumph on^ 
And bless our eyes,' and bless our. ears*. 
Thou absent Love, thou- dear Unknown^ 
Thou Fairest of ten thousand Fairs, 

^- ■• ■ VI. 

Our heart-strhjg* groan with deep com plaln^ 
Our fles^Jies panting. Lord, for thee ) 
And every limb, irid every joint, 
Stretches fot immorcalfty. ' "" * * ' 

^ - VIL 

Our spirits shake their eager wingj,,^ 
And burn to ni6et thy 'flying throne^ 
We rise away from mortal things 
T* attend thy shining chariot down. 

^ VIIL : 

Now, fet our cheerful eyes survey 
TJj^ blazjng earth and meiling hills^ 
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^na smile to see the light'nings play, 
.And flash along before thy wheels, 

IX. 

O for a shout of viojcnt joys : ...... 

To join the trumpet's thundering sotmdl 
TThe angel herfld shakes the skies, . 
Awakes the graves^ and tears tbe groupd« . 

X. 

Ye slumbering saUits, a heav'iily host 
IStands waiting at your gaping tombs « 
XiCt every sacred sleeping diist 
Leap into iifie ibr Jesus comes« 

XL 

Jesus, the God of might and love^ 
New moulds our limbs of cumbVous Clay^f 
Quick as seraphic flames we move. 
Active and youag, and fair as they* 

Our airy feet with unlchown flfght, 
'JSwift as the motions of desire. 
Run up the hills of heav'nly light. 
And leave the weltering world lii' fire; 



c 



Bewailing my own ineomtancy^ 

I. 

I Love the Lord; but, ah ! how far * 
My thoughts from the dear object arcl^ 
This wanton heart how wide it roves 3 
And faacy meets a xhousand lov^St 

IL 

If my soul burii to see my Go^i 
I tread the courts of his abode, 



143 - LYRIC PdEMS, ^ Book L 

But troops oF rivals throng the pfice *, 

And tempt me off before his face.^ 

III. 
Would I enjoy my Lord alone, "» 

I bid my passioos all begone, 
' AH but my love : 4ind charge my will 
To bar tho door and guard it ssilj* 

IV, 

But cares, or trifles, fiiake, or find. 
Still ne\v avenges to the mind, 
/Till I with grief and wonder see* 
Huge crowds betwixt the Lord and me* 

Oft I am told the muiie'will pfove • - 

A friend to ^ety and love ; 
Straight i begin §ome sacred son^. 
And take my Sayiouc ia my toogye* 

Strangely I lose hk heavenly face,' ' 
To hold the empty sounds in chase ;i 
At best the chimes divide ray l^eart,. 
And the mme ftifi^m ^P ^rg^r par^^ 

VIL 

False ^nFdeiit ! and falser breastf"* 
Fickle, and fond ofev'ry guest: 
Each airy image as. it HieA .-. -. 

Here finds admittance thro' my eyesw 

Vl'W- 
This foolish h^art can feaVe her Cod, 
And shadows tempt her thoughts abroad; 
How shall I fix this wandVing mind? 
Or throw my fett0« oh khe mndS 

IX. 

'Look gently downy- Almighty Grace, 
Pr/soii me rouiul ianiliine embrace}. 
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pity the soul that would be thine, 
Aud let tby power my love confine. 

X. 

Say, when shall the bright moment be 
That I shall live alone for Thee, 
My heart no foreign lords adore. 
And the wild muse prove false no morel 

J^orsaken^ yet Hoping. 

« 

I. 

HAPPY the hours, the. golden days. 
When I could call my Jesus mine. 
And sit and view his smiling face. 
And melt in pleasures all divine. 

II. 

Near to my heart, within my arms 
He lay, till sin defil'd my breast. 
Till broken vows, and earthly charms^ 
Tir'd and ptovok'd my heavenly guest^ 

III. . 
And now he's gone, (O niigbty woe !) 
Gone from my soul, and hides his love! 
Curse on you, sins, that griev'd him so 5 ; 
Ye sins tha; forc'd him to-temovie. 

^ ^ IV. 

Break, break,' my heart; complain, my toijguej 
Hither, my f^^ends, your sorrows bring; 
Angels, assist my doleful sotig. 
If you have e'er a mourning string. 

^ ■ V. • " 

But, ah ! your joyV are ever high. 
Ever his lovely face you see : 
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While my poor spirits pant and die. 
And groan, fot Thee, my God for Tbea. 

VI. 

Yet let my fiope look thro' ray tearsf 
And spy afar his rolling throne ; 
His chariot thro' the cleaving spheres^. 
Shall bring the bright Beloved- dowQi^ 

Swift as a roe flies o'er the hfib. 
My soul spunks out ta meet, him high. 
Then the fair Conqueror turns his wheelir. 
And climbs the mansions of the sl^y. 

VIIL. 

There smiKhg joy forever reigns 
No more the umie leaves the dove;; 
Farewei to jealousies, and paics^ 
And all the ills of absent love* 

. X 

THE CONCLUSION. 



God exalted above all Frahel 

r. 

ETERNAL Power! whose high abodfr 
Becomes the grandeur of a God; 
Infinite length beyond the bounds ' 

: Where stars revolve their little rounds* 

The lowest step above thy seat. 
Rises too high for Gabriel's feet; 
In vain the talj afC\\-ang;eV tn^^ 
To reach chine height V/UIcl vi?Li^tvcv% «^^i 
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III- 

Thy dazzling beauties while he sings 
He hides his- face behind his wings; 
And ranks of shining thrones around 
Fall worshiping and spread the ground* 

IV. 

Lord, what shall earth and ashes do? 
^e would adore our Maker too; 
^rom sin and dust to thee we cry. 

The Great, the Holy, and the High I 

V. 

^arth from afar has heard the fame. 
And worms have iearnc to lisp thy name i 
But O, the glories of thy mind 
Leave all our soaring thoughts behind* 

VI. 

God IS in heaven, and men below; 
Be short, our tunes ; our words, be few } 
A sacred rev'*rence checks our songs. 
And praise sits silent on our tongues* 
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'fihi silet laus^ Deus, Psal. Ixv, c; 
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SJCRED TO viKras.y BONOUJSi AND FRI^imSJOA. 



< To ffer BTAJESTT. 

QUEEN of the Northern world whose gentfe swayr 
Commands our love,and charms our hearts t'obey- 
Forgive the ISJation's groans whe» William dy'd.:. 
Lo, at thy feet, in all the loyal pride 
Of blooming joy, three happy realms appear. 
And WWlliam'S'urH almost without a tear.-. 
Stands, nor complains, while from thy gracious tongue* 
Peace flows in silver streams amidst the throng. 
Amazing balm, that on these lips was found 
To sooth the torment of that mortal wound. 
And calm the wild affright! The terror dies. 
The bleeding wound cements, the danger Hies, 
And Albion shouts thine honours as her joys arise^ 
The German Eagle feels her guardian dead. 
Nor her awn thunder can secure her head; 
Her trembling eaglets hasten from afar. 
And Bds'ia's lion dreads the Gallic war; 
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All bide behind thy shield. Remoter hnfy 
Whose lives lay trusted hi Nassovian hands 
Transfer their souls, and live,- secure they pIas^ 
la thy mild rays, and lovQ ch^ growing day. 

Thy beamy wing at once defends and warma 
f aiodng Religion, whilst in various forms 
Fair Pity shines thro' the British isles: 
Here at thy side, and in thy kindest smijes* 
Blazing in ornamental gold she stands. 
To bless thy councils, and assist thy hands^ 
And crowds wait round her to receive commands. 
There at a humble distance from the thronef 
fieauteous she li^s : h«r lustre all h^r own, 
IJngarnish'd : yet not blushin.^, nor afraid, 
I^Jor knows suspicion, nor affects the shade: 
Cheerful and pleas'd she not presumes to share 
In thy parenttil gifts, but owns thy guardian care**. 
For thee, dear Sovereign, endless vows arise. 
And aeal with earthly wing salutes the skies 
To gain thy safety ; Here a solemn form* 
Of ancient words keeps the devotion warm 
And g:uides, but boundsour wishes : There the-mindf 
Feels its own fire, ^nd kindles unconfin'd 
With bolder hopes: Yet still beyond our vows. 
Thy lovely glories rise, thy spreading terror grows. 

Princess, the world already owns thy name : 
Go, mount the chariot of immortal fame, 
I^or die to be renown'd : Fame^s loudest breath 
Too dear is purchasM by an angel's death. 
The vengeance of thy rod, with general joy. 
Shall scourge rebellion and the rival boyS: 

♦ Tbe estahlished Chprcb ofEngUind. 
i Tift Protestant Dissenting ^ The BnundtK v 
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Thy sounding arms his Gallic patron hears. 
And speeds hrs flight ; nor overtakes his fe^rSj^ 
Till hard despair wring from the tyrant's soul 
The iron tears out. Let thy frown controul 
Our angry jars at home, till wrath submit 
Her impious banners to thy sacred feel. 
Mad zeal, and frenzy, with their murderous train. 
Flee these sweet realms in thine auspicious reign. 
Envy expire in rage, and treason bite the chain. 

Let no black scenes affright fair Albion's stage? 
Thy thread of life prolong our golden age. 
Long bless the earth, and late ascend thy throne 
Ethereal ; (not thy deeds are there unknown. 
Nor there unsung; for by thine awful hands ^ 
Heaven rules the waves, and thunders o'er the lands, f . 
Creates inferior kings,* and gives 'em their conahT 
mands.) 3j 

Legions attend thee at the radiant gates; 
For thee thy sister-Seraph, blest Maria, waits. 

3ut, Oh! jhe parting stroked some heav*nly power 

Cheer the sad Britoiis in the gloomy hour; 

Some new propitious star appear on high 

The fairest glory of the western sky. 

And Anna be its name; with gentle sway 

To check the planets of malignant ray. 

Sooth the rude North wind, and the rugged Bear, <t 

Calm rising wars, heal the contagious air, [sphere, i 

And reign with peaceful influence to the Southern 5, 

NoTR'—Th's Poem was written in the jear 1705, 
in that bonaurahle part of the reign of our late 
Queen, when she had hroke^he French power at Blen^ 



• She maie Charhs^ the emperor^s second fon, kiog tfSpat^ 
ip^^is aifw emperor of Germattj* 
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l^ettn^ asserted the rl^Bt cfCsAKLEsrBe present em* 
perer to the crown of Spain ^ exerted her zeal for the 
Protestant^ successions and promised inviolably t9 
maintain the Toleration to the Protestant Dissen* 
ters. Thus she appeared the chief support of tbt 
Refonnatitm^ and the Patroness (ftbe Liberties of 
Europe^ 

The latter part of her reign was of a diferen^ 
colour^ and was by no means attended with the ac* 
comptishmettt of those ghi ious hopes Mihicb i^e had 
conceived. Now the muse cannot satisfy herself ta 
publish this new edition without ackno fledging tha 
mistake of her former presages ; and while she does 
the world this justice^ she does herself the fionfi^^ 
ffa voluntary retraction*, 

August 1, 1721* 
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PALINQBIA. 

iRlTONS, forgive the fbrwsffd muse, 
^ That dar'd prophetic seals to loosey 
'UnskilPd in Fate*s eternal book) 
' id the deep characters mistook. 

George is the name, that glorious star J 
Ye saw his splendors beaming far; 
Saw in the East your joys arise. 
When Anna sunk in Wester? skies. 
Streaking the heavens with cfimsoa gloaiBi 
Emblems of tyranny and Rome, 
Portending blood and night to corner 
'Twas George diffus'd a vital ray, • 
Aud gave the dying nations day : 
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His inflaeoce sooths the Russian Bear, 
Cnlms rising wars, and heals the air; 
Jc)in'd with the sun bis beams are hurfd 
To scatter blessings round the world. 
Fulfil whatever the Muse has spoke, 
\^nd crown the work that Anne fursook» 

Augmt I, ifsi. 



To JOHN LOCKE, Esq. 

Retired from Business^ 

I. 

ANGELS are made of hea\'enly thing:?. 
And light and iove our souls compose^, . 
Their bilss within their bosora springs, 

Within their bosom flows^ 
But narrow minds still make pretence 
To search the coasts of flesh and sense^ 
And fetch diviner pleasures thence^ 
Men are a-kin to ethereal forms. 
But they Belie their nobler birth. 
Debase their honour down to earth. 
And claim a share with worms* 

n. 

He that has treasures of his own. 
May leave tfie cottage or the throne. 
May quit the globe, and dwell alone 

VWtbin biS' spacious mind. 
Locke hath a soul wide as the sea. 
Calm as the night, bright as the day. 
There may his vast ideas play. 

If ox feel a thought confined* 
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. Jo JOHN SHUtE, Ekq; 

CNOff^ LORD BARRirfGTON.) 

On Mr. LocKE*s dangerous sickness^ some time af* 
t^r bc-bad retired to study tbe Scriptures* 

June, 1704, 

AND must the^man of wond'rous mind 
(Now his rich thoughts are just refin'd/ 
Forsnke our longjng ,€yes 
Reason at len£>:th submits to wear 
The wings of Faith ; and lo they rear, 
Her chariot high,^^iid nobly bear 
Her prophSt to the skies. 

• II. • - 

Co^ friend, and wait the prophet's flight| ... 
Watch if his mantVe chance to light, • ' "■ '^ 

And seize jt for thy own ; ., 

Shute is the darsmg of his years. 
Young Shute his better likeness bears j; * 

All but his wrinkles and bis hairs 

Are copy'd in. his son. 

III. ' • > 

Thus when ourjbllies or our fauftj* 
Call for the pity of thy thoughts, ' . 

Thy pen shall make us wiser 
The sallies of whose yon'thfui wit 
Could pierce the Brjtfsh fogs with light,* 
Place our true interests in our sight,' * 

And open half our eyes, ^ 
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To. Mr. WILLIAM NOKES, 

t. 

FTitENtiSHIP^thou cliarmerof themifldt 
Tboii sweet deluding ill. 
The brightest minut? mortals findf 
AQd sharpest hOt^ we feeU 

II. 

• ■ • 

Fate has divided all (mr shares 

Of pleasure and of pain ,• 
In love the comforts and the catt;^ 

Are mix'd and joinM again. 

But whilst In ^oods our sorrow rofl^, 

And drops of joy arq few. 
This dear delist of mingling souls 
Serves but to fweil our woe« ^ 

IV, 

ph! why should bliss* depart in haste^ 

And friendship stay to moan? 
.Why the fond passion. cling so fasti 

When ^very joy is gone i 

V. 

Yet never let our hearts divide. 

No!" death dissolve the chain: 
For love and joy were once ally*d, |. 

And must be joia'd again. 
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To NATHANAEL GOULD, Esq. 

C^O^ J'/R NATH4NAEL GOULD.") 

I. 

*^TpIS not by splendour, or by state, 
Jl , Exalted mien, or lofty gait. 
My muse takes measure o^ a king: 

If wealth, or heigbc, or bulk will do. 

She. calls each mountain of Peru . , 

A more majestic thing. ' . ' ■ 

Frown on me, friend, if e'er I boas« 

O'er* fellow minds enslavM in citCy, ' 

Or swell when I shall have engrost, 

A larger heap -of shining dust. 
And weara bigger load of earth than theyv 
Let tne vain w )rld salute me loud, 
My thoughts look inward^ and forget 

The sounding names o^High and Qr^^ 
The flatteries of the crowd* 

When Gould •commands his ships sarun^ 
And search tfie traffic, of the sea^ 
His fleet o'ertak^s the falling day. 
And bears tha Westen mines away» , • . 
Or richer spices' from the rising sun: | , , 
While the glad tenants of the shore 
Shour, and pronounce him' Senacor,f 

Yet still the man's the same : 
For well the happy merchant knows * 

The soul with treasure never grows^. 

Nor swells with airy £ame« 
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in. 

SJift tfiist in6, Gouttf, *tis lawful pri^e, * 
To ,rise above i\i€ mean contr.oul 
Of flesh and sense,* to Which we're ty'd^ 
This is ambition thatfcecomes a soul. 
We steeV our course upj-thro' iihe skies j 
Farewe I thi^ barren *Tand : 
<Ve ken the h«avenfy shore wrtb longing eyc% 
There th& dear wealth of spirfts lies» 
And -beckoniHg angels stand. 

I 

To Dr. THOMAS GIBSON. 
The Life of Souls'. 
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i. 

SWTF'T'as Vbe sun revolves the day 
We hasten to the dead. 
Slaves to the wind we pu^away 

And to t]^e ground we tread. 
•Tis air »fr«fftnds us life, wTien firsl 

llie vital bellows heave: 
Our flesh w6 borrow of the dnst; 
And when a mother's care has hui'st 
The babe to manly size, we laust 

With usury, pay the grave. 

Hich juleps drawn from precious ote 

Still tend the dying -flame : 
And plants, and rootjs^ of barbarous name^ 

Torn from the Indian shore. 
*thus we support our to tt' ring flesh. 

Our cbeelU resume the rose afresh. 
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When'barkand sted play well thetr game 

To save our shikiiig* breath, 
And Gibson with his awful power, 
^Rescues the poor precarioiis hour 

From the jdemdods Of death,- *• 

Ifl. . r 

3ut art and nature, powVs and charms. 
And drugs and recipes, aod forms, 
Yield us, at last, to greedy worms 

A defpicable:prey; 
I'd have a life to call my own. 
That shall depend on heaven alone^ 

Nor air, nor earth » nor. sea 
Mix their best essence^, with mine, 
Nor claim dominion so divine 
To give mel^ave to Be# 

* IV. 

Sure there-s a mind within, that Tetgnl- 

O'er the dull cifrterft of my veins; _■[ 

1 feel the inward pulse beat;' high . 
With vigoro&S immortality f 
Let earth resume the flesh ft g?ave, . . 
And breath di^sokve atnongst the winds; 
Gibson, the things that feafr a grave, . 
That I can lose* or you can 'save. 
Are not akin ta. minds* 

We claim acqualmrice^fth the sfelei, * 
Upward our spirits hourly Hse, 

And there our thpughts eniploy; » • 
IVhen heavJh sKaii.slgn our grand release* 
IVe are no strangers to the place,. 
. The business^ or ihq joy. 

*4 ■ 
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False Creatniess, 
\ I. 

MYLO, forbear to call him blese* 
That only boasts a large estate: 
Should all the treasures of the West 
Meet and conspire to make hint great# 
I know thy better< thoughts, l^now 
Thy reason can't descend ^o low. 
Let a broad stream with golden sands 

Thro' all his meadows roll, 
He^s but a wret<fii, with all his lands. 

That wears a narrow soul*, 

He swells amidst his wealthy storev 

And proudly poizing what he weighs^^* 

In his own scale he fondfy lays 
Huge heaps of sfhltiing ore* 

He spreads the balance wide to holdf 
His manors and bis farms^ 

And cheats the beam with loads of gold 
He hugs between his arms. 

So might the plough-boy climb a tree. 
When Croesus mounts h\& throne,. 

And both stand up^ and smile to see- 
How long their shadow^ groan* :. 

Alas! how vain their fancies be 
To think thai shape tbeif.QWQt 

Thus mingled still with wealth and siatej; 
Croesus hiinself can never know:- ' 
His true dimensions and his welghi 
Are far inferior to theip show. 
Were I so tall to reach the pole. 
Or gtzsp the ocean with my spaE^ 
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\ mbit "b^ tneasur'd by my soul; 
file mi^d*s tbe standard of cbe maii. 






Tq SARISSAi 

An EI4STLE, 

EAft. Up, Sarissa, thro' the Tufflmg storms, 
^J" Of a vain vexing world: tread down the care^^- 
Those Agged thorns that He across the road, 
Nor spend a' tear upon them« Trust the uiuse^ 
She sings experienc'd truth : This brliVy tiew, 
This rain of eyes will make tbe btiars grow. 
We travel thro' a desart, and oUr feet 
Have measnr'd a fair space, have left behind 
A thousand dangers, and a thousand snares 
Well ^cao'd. Adleii, ye borfors Of the darlc> 
Ye finish d labours, and ye tedfous toils 
Of days and hours : the twinge of real smari^ 
And the false terrors of iir-bodlng dreams 
Vanish together, be alike forgot. 
Forever blend^ tti one common graveti 

^ *" • 

Farewel, y^ waxirtg «ihdyewWtng moon?; 
That we have watch'd behind the flying clpudA 
On night's dirk hill, or setting or ascending. 
Or in meridian heiglit: then silence reignM. 
0'*er half the \i^^orld; then ye beheld ouf tears. 
Ye witness'd oiif complaints, our kitidred groanf, ' 
(Sad harmony !) While with your beamy horns. 
Or richer orb, ye silver'd o'er the green 
Where trod our feet, and lent a feeble light 
To mourners. Now ye have fulfil I'd your round, 
TheVe Tiours are fled, farewel. Months th'at are goat 
Are gone forever/ and have bocuQ ^v^^'j 
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Each his own load, . Our woes and sorrows fj^j^^ i 
Mountainous woes> siill lessen as they By ^ 

Far off. So billrfWs in aftormy sea,' 
Wave after wave (a long succession) roll 
JBeyonciibe ken of sight: the sailor safe 
.Look far a stern till they have lost the storm. 
And shout their boisterous joys. A gentler must 
Sings thy dear safety^ and comtnand^ thy cares 
To dark oblivion; biiry'd deep in night 
Lose them, Sarissa, ana assist my son^, 

' ' ' ■ . . • 

Awake iliy voice, sing how the slender \m^ 
Of Fate's i in mortal No t^ divides the pji^'t . 
Frbm all the t^ittife. With* eternal btirs • '• 
Forbidding ii' re turn. Th^ past' temptations 
No more ^hal I veX ' lis ;' '' eV^.ty gr 1 ef we ;feel 
Shortens the destinM nqmb^r; every pulse 
Beats a sharp moment of the pain avyi\yi, 
And the last stroke Will come.; By swift* degrees 
Time sweeps us off, and ive shall soon, arfive 

At life's sweet period:' O celestial point 

That ends this mortal'stbry I ^ 

But if a glimpse of light:, with- flattering ray - 
Breaks tliro' the clouds of life, or wand'ring fire 
Amidst the shades invite your doubtful feet^ 
Bewar^the dancing meteor,: faithless guide. 
That llads the ionesorae pilgrim wide astray 
To bogs, ind fen^'..'an,d pits, and^certain'deathl. 
Should vicious pleasure/ take anangel-faria. • 
And at a distance, rise by sipw degrees^ . • 
Treaclierous to. wind.»herself into yopr, hearCf. 
Stand firm aloof: iior Jet' the j:audy phantpn^ 
Too long allure your gaze : The just delight . 
That heaven in4ulges (awful, must obey ^ 
Suj^/ior powers :; nprt^mpt your'thoughtstoo far .. 
Jp mv^y to seuse^ nof well. your ho^ 
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To (!rang:erous size: 1f it approach your feet 
And court yobr hand, forbid the intruding joy 
To sit too near your heart; still may our souls 
Claim kindred with the skies, nor mix with idust 
Oiff better born affections; leave the globes * 

A nest for worms, and hasten to our home, 

O th«-e are gardens of th* immortal kind 
That cfown the heavenly Eden*s rbing bills 
With beauty and with sweets ; no lurking mischfef 
Dwells in the fruit, nor serpent twines the boughs; 
The branches bend laden with life and bliss 
Ripe for the taste, but 'tis a steep ascent: 
Hiild fast the * golden chain let down from heaven, 
*Twill help your feet and wings; I feel its force v 
Draw upwards; fasten to the pearly gate 
It guides the way unerring: Happy clue 
Thro' this dark wild! Twas VVisdom*s noblest work^ 
Ail joined by power divine, and every link is lovei^ 



To Mr. T. BRADBURY. 

t • • ' ' ■ * • «» 

1708*. 

YOtfttfG as I am I quit the stage, . 
Nor wilj I know th' applau.^es pf the age ; 
Farewel to growing fame. I leave belo\v 
A life not half worn out with cares, 

Or agonies, or years.; 
I leave my coutitry all in t-ears, , 
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But heaven demands me upwarcj, and I dare tog(V' 
Amongst ye, friends, divide and share 

The remnant of my days. 
If ye have patience and can bear, 

/Llong fatigue ofiife, and drudge thro'*all the race^ 

Hai^, my. fair guardian chides my stayj^ 
And waves his golden rod: 
1 *' Angel, I come; lead on the way:" 
Andjiow- by swift degreeai 
I sail aloft thro^ azure seas. 

Now tread the milky road ; 
Farewel, ye planets, in your spheres J 
i^tidas the stars areJost, abrighter sky appears^ 

In haste for paradise 
I stretch the pinions of a bolder thought; 

Scarce had I wilTd, but I was past 
0esarts oiftrac^less light, and all th' ethereal wagcCi^ ' • 

And, to the sacred borders brought; 
There oa the wing a. guard of cherubs lies. 
Each waves a keen flame as he flies, , 
^nd well defends the walls from sieges an^ s^rprize^ 

WitUvpleasihg revVence I behold 
The pearly portals wide unfold: 
Enter, my soul, and view the amazing 5C«nes} 
Sit fast upon the flying muse. 
And let tliy rpving wonder loose 
O'er ail the empyreal plains. 
PJoon stands eternal her? ; here may thy sigh;t 
prink in the rays of priroogenial light; 
Here breath immortal air: 
Joy must beat high in evVy vein^ 
Pleasure thro' all tl]iy ^o^m reiga; ^ 
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The laws forbid ibe stranger, Paio, 
Aad banish ev'ry care. 

IV. 

> 

See how the bubbling springs of Iot« 

Beneath the throne arise; 
The screams in chrystal channels move^ 
Around the golden streets they rove, 

Ahd bless the mansions of the upper skies. 
There a fair grove of Icnowledge grows^ 
Nor sin nor death infects the fruit: 
Young life hangs fresh on all the bougjis, 

And springs from ev'ry root; 
Here may thy greedy senses feast * 

While extasy and health attends on ev'ry taste* 
With the fair prospect charmM 1 stood : 

Fearless I feed on the delicious fare, ' * 

yAnd drink profuse salvation from the silver flood^ 
Nor can eij^cess be there* 

V. 

In sacred order rang*d along 

Saints new releas'd by death 
Join the bold seraph's "warWing breat!^ 

And aid th' immortal son^g. 
Each has a voice that tunes his strings 
To mighty sounds, and mighty things. 

Things of everlasdng weight. 
Sounds, like the softer viol sweet> 

And, like the. trumpet, strong. 
Divine attention held my soul, 
I was all ear! 
Jhro* all my ' powVs the heav*nf y accents rol?, 
I long'd and wished my Pradbtrry there j 
• *' Could he but here these notes, I said, 
5* His tuneful soul would never b^^ 
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THe dull unw!n4ing of life's tedious. iliread,* 
But burstthe vital chords to reach the happy dead.'^ 

VL 

And ttow my tongue prepares to joia 
The harippny,.ajid with a aQhle,aiu;i 

Attetn'pts 'th' iinutterabfe riamp. 
But faints, confounded by the notes diviner 
Again ifiy soul ttr uriegua! honqur sought, 

Again her' tTtmos't force she brouj^ht, 
And bovv^d beneath tli'burden of th' unweildy thp'tir'^ 

Tllrrce f essay'd, and fainted thrice ; 
Th' iiijmortaj labour strain'd my feeble frame» 
Broktf'th«"bright vision, and dissolved the dream i 

I sunk at^once arid lost the skies : 

In vajn^ I sought the scenes of light 

Rolling al^i'oad my ion^ihg eyes. 
For all around 'em stook i!ny curtains and the night.. 



I 
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Strict Religim very rarr^ 

■ • 

I'M borpe atoft and leave the crowds • 
I sail upon a morning cloud 
Skirted ^wiih dawning goJdi 
Mine eyes beneath the opening dav 
Command the globe with wide sufveyy 
Where ants m busy millions play. 
And tug and heave die moulds 

- II. 

** Are thes^ the things, my passion, cry'dv 
*'That w^e call men? Arc tliese ally'd- . 

"To !ji.e faff worlds of light? 
'^ Tbey have jj^y ,oM . jheir . Maker's .n%»^> 
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**► Graven on their minds with pointed flamft 
" 111 strokes divinely bright^. 

111. 

** Wretches! they^hate their natfve skifes^ 

** If an ethereal thought arise> 

*' Or spark of virtue shtee^ 

*' With cruel force they damp its plumes, 

** Choke the' young fire with sensual fumesi, 

**With business, Iqst, or wine> 

<*Lo! how they throng with panting brearfk 

*' The broad descending road, 
<*That. leads unerring down to. deaths. . 

*' Nor miss the dark abode I" 
Thus- while I drop a tear or. two. i 

On Are wild herd, a noble few 
Dare to stray upward, and.pursuQ. 

Th* unbeaten way to God^ 



1 



I meet Myrtitlo mounting higb,^ 
1 know his candid soul afar ; 
Here Dorylus andThyrsis fly 

Each like a rising star, 
Gharin I saw and Fidea there, 
I saw rtiein help each other's flighty 

And bless them as they go ; 
They soar beyond my lab'ring sight. 
And leave their loads of mortal care. 

But not their love below. 
On heaven, their home, they ^k their cy.ef|, 

The temple of their God : 
With mornhig incense up they rise 
SuWline, and thro' the lower skie^' 
; Spread the pQrfamQs abroad. 
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VI, 

Across the road a seraph flew, 

♦'Mark, said he, that happy pair, 

♦* Marriagf helps devotion there : 

** When kindred mind^ their God pursue* 

"They break with double vigour iliro* 

** The dull incumbent air." 
Charra'd with the pleasure aud surprize 

My soul adore and, sings, 
^*Blest be the Po.w'r that springs their flight 
" That streaks their path, with heavenly li^ht^ 
**That turns theii; love to sacrifice, / 
^ •'And Joins their zeal fpr wings,**^ 



To Mr. C & S. ri.EETWOOD„ 

FLEETWOODS', young and generous pair^ 
Dt^spise the joys that fools pursue i 

Bubbles are light and, brittle too. 

Born of the ^ater and the air, 
Try'd by a standard bold and just 
Honour and gold, and paint and dust; 

How vile the last is, and as vain, the first? 
Things thtK the crowd call great and bravest 
With roe how'Iaw their values. brought; 
Titles and names, and life and breath. 
Slaves to the wind and bom for death;. 
The soul's the only thing we have 

Worth qp important thought., 

I 

The soul! 'tis of the immortal kind. 
Nor formed of fire, or earth, or wind, fbehitid. 
Oat'Uves the mouldYin^ corpis, and leaves the globe 
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In Hmbs of clay thgugh she appears, 
J^rray'd in rosy skin, and deck'U with ears arid eye«, 

TiieBeshisbat the soul's disguise, [wears ^ 

There's nothing in her frame kin to the dress dlCL 
t I?rom aH the laws of matter free^ 

From all we feel, and all we see. 
She stands eternally dbtioct, and must forever be. 

in. 

Rise then, my thoughts, on high^ 
Soar beyond all that's made to die ; 
Lo! on an awful throne ^ 
Sits the Creator and the Judge of soul^,. 
Whirling the planets round the poles, 
Wind« oiFour threads of life^and brings our periods ODi 
^wift the approach^ and solemn is the day. 
When this immortal mind 
Stript of the body's pparse array 
^o endless pain, or endless joy, 
Must be at once consrgn'd. 

IV. 

Think of the sands run down to wastd| 

We possess none of all the past. 

None but the present is our own ; 

Grace is not plac'd with'n our power, 

*Tis but one short, one shining hour. 
Bright and declining a^ a setting sun. 
See the white minutes wing'd with hasten 
The Now that flies may be the last; 
Sei^e the salvation ere *tts past. 

Nor mourn the blessing gone: 
A thought's delay is ruin here, 
A closing eye, a gasping breatli 
Shuts up the golden scene in death|| 
And drowns you in despair. 
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To WILLIAM BLACKBOURN, Esq, 

Casimir, Lib, II. Od. 2. Imitated. 

' Qi^^ f^S.^f c^^M modo Bruma valles^ &c^ 

L 

M* ARK how ft snows J how ftscthe ralley filtet 
And the sweet groves the hoary garineni vvear^ 
Yet the warm $un-beams bounding from the hills 
Shall laelt the vaie. away, and the young green appear* 

II. 

But when oTd age has on your templ^' shed 
Ifer silver-frost, there's no returning suii ; 
Swift flies our Autumn, swift our Summer's fled. 
When youth, and lave» antd Spring, add golden joys 
are gooe^^ 

UL 

Then cold, and Wteter^and yenraged snoiW^ 
Stick fast upon you, not the rich array. 
Not the green garland, nor. the tosy bough 

Shall cancel or conceal the meitncboiy grey^ 

I. ^ - 

IV. 
The chase of pfeasnres is not worth the pains. 
While the bright sands ofhealth run wasting down^ 
And honour calls you from the softer scenes. 
To sell the gaudy hour for ages of renown* 

•v. . 

Tis but one youth, and short,, that mortals have. 
And one gold age dissolves our feeble frame; 
But there's a heav'niy art t' elude the grave. 
And with the hero race immortal kindred claiai» 

■• •■' - VI. ■ . . 

The man that has his country^s sacred rears 
Bedewing hJs cold bear^, has livUhis day: 
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Tbi^s Bl^ckboarn, we should leave oor namds otxr 

heirs ; 
Olddme an^i wailing moon&^wecp all the rest away« 
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x?ot; 

THE rising year beheld th; ii^perious Gaul 
Stfetchjiis dominion, while a hundred cowa^ 
Crouch'd 10 the victor: but. a steady soul 
Stands fipni oh its own base, and reigns as wide^^ 
As absolute; and; sways tea thousand slaves. 
Lusts and wild fancies with a sov^ieigu hand. ' 

We ^xp a Ifttle kingdom; but the Mn 
That chains his rebel Will to Reason^s throne. 
Forms it a large one, whilst- his jro&yal mind 
Makes jheaven its council, from the: rolls iabove 
Draws "^his own statutes,^ Und 'with joy obeys. 

'Tis not a troop of well appointed guards 
Create a monarchy nor a puhpte robe-' ^ - ' 

Dy'd in the people'^ blood, uot all the crownf : 
Or dazzling tiara that bend pboijc the head, . 

Tho^ gilt with suoibeams andi «et round witii8Car«,^ 
A monarch he^that conquoi 9 itirhis km^i . 
And treads, upon tbemt; when: he staods^aione. 
Makes his own .camp ; four gmidhn virtues, wale 
His nightly; siuinb«r^» and secttfe- his dreams. . . 
Now daAvns the light; he ranges all his thoughts 
Xn square battalions, bold to meetth' attacks 
Of time and chance, himself a numerous host« 
All eye, all ear, all wakeful as the day. 
Firm as a rock, and moveless as the.ceat£e% 
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In vain the harlot, Pleasure, spreads her charms^ 
Jo luU his thoughts^ in Luxury's fair lap, ' 
To sensual ease, (the bane of little kings> 
Monarchs whose waxen images of souls 
Are moulded into softnefs) still his mind 
Wears its own shape, nor can the heavenly forA 
Stoop to be modeird by the wild decrees 
Of the mad vulgar, that.antbinldng herd^ 

He Ifves above the crowd, nor hears the noisl 
Of wars and triumphs, nOr regards thje shouts 
Of popular applause, that empty sound; 
^^or feels the flying arrows of reproach, 
Or spite or envy. In liimself secure, . 
Wisdom his tower, and conscience is his sliieliji 
His peace all inward, and his joys his own, 

I 

Now my ambition swells, my wishes so'af^ * 
This b^my kingdom: sit above the giobe • 
iVTy rismg soul, and dress thyself around 
And *ine In Virtues armour, climb the height 
Of Wisdom*s lofty Gastle,> there reside 
Safe from the smiling and the frowning worlds 

Yet once a day drojp down a gentl6 look 
On the great mole-hill, and with pitying eye 
Survey the busy emmets round the heap, 
Crgwding.and bustling in a thousand fohn^ ' 
Of strife and toil, to purchase wealth and fame, 
A bubble or a dust : then call thy thoughts 
Up t6 thyself to feed on joys unknown, 
Eich without gold, and great without renowa. 
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True CQurage4 



HONOUR demands my song. |^orget the grouhd; 
My generous muse, and sit among the stars! 
There sing the soul, that, conscious of her birth. 
Lives like a native of the vital world. 
Amongst these dying clods, and bears her statd 

Iust to herself:- how nobly she maintains 
ler character, superior to the flesh. 
She wields her passions^Uke her limbs, and know9 
Tire brutal powers were only bora t' obey* 

/ 

Thh is th'e man whom storms could never fnak^ 
Meanly complain ; nor can a flatt'rih^ gale 
Make him talk proudly : he hath no desira 
Td read his secret late ;"yct unconcern*d 
And calm could meet hi» unborn destiny^ 
In all its charmkig, er Icsfdgbtful shapes* ' 

i 

He ttet unshrinkhigi and without a 'groadi . 
Bears the firSt wound, may finish all the war 
With merecourageoas silence, and come pfip ' 
Conqueror': fbr the man that welKcdnceals 
The heavy strokes of late, he bears 'em welf« 

He, through tb*. Attandc and the Midland sea# 
With adverse surges mee^, and rise on hi^h 
Suspended /twiKt tlfo w1))ds« tben rush. amain 
Mingled with flames iippn his single head, ^ 
And clotfdi,and^ stars j and thuhder,-'finii'he mirdii 
Secure of his best 'life ;/onhyrt, unmov'd: 
And drops bfs lo^^er n^fiife, born ibt deaths 
Then from the lofty castle of his mind 
Sublime looks down, exulting, arjd sujrveyj^, . ... ..^ 

The ruins of creation; (jonh albne^ ' , . 
Are b€in'vf'd^wQ worlds^') a piercing gianca 
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Shoots upwards ftom between hfs closing lids^ 
To reach his birch-place, and, without a stgh. 
He bids his batter'd flesh lie gently down 
Atnongst its native rubbish; whilst the spirit 
Breathes and flies npward^ an undoubted gues( 
Of the third heaven, th' unruinable sky. . ^ 

* * * 
Thitber wh^n Fatehas brought our wilfingsoiite 
No matter whether t was a sharp disease. 
Or a statjp sword that help'4 the travellers on. 
And push'd us to oor home. Bear U(p, piy.firienA . 
Serenely, and break througli the stormy brine 
'Wth steady prow; know we shall once arrive ~ 
At the Tair haven of eternal, bliss. 
To which we ever steer; whether as kings 
Of wide command, we*ve spread the spacious ^eaj^ 
With a broad painted fleet, or row*d,.alon^ 
In 9 thin CQck*baat with a Uitl^ Qai^i, . 
■ ' \ • 

There.Iet my native pTahfe shlff me ta land 
And ru be .happy: Thus I leap ashore ^ 

Joyful an4 fearless on th* ii^mortal coast. 
Since all I leave is mortal* aod it.musi b^ lost» 
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* • TO Tttfe MUCH iior«buKfert 
; ■: Mr. THOMAS ROWE, 

5 y . t4;k DiBJCCTOR OF MY rdUXHFUL :STUmEJ% 

V' Frei Philosophy. . 

.•f • • • • v'. 

CUST6M, tliat t'yranness "of fools, 
Xhat, leads the learned round tlie sctoolsi 
ioisa^Tc^diaiBii'offormaraaa'i'iilesr ' - 
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. My genius storms her throne ; 
No more^ ye slaves, with awe profound 
Beat the dull track, nor dance the round ; 
Loose hands, and quit th^ inchanted gtQ^nd • 
Knowledge .invites us each alone. 

1 hate these shackles of the ntind 

Forg*d by the haughty wise : 
iSouls were not born ti? be confin'd^ 
And led^ like Sampson, blind and bound; 
But when his. native strengch he TooDd- 

He well avenged his eye^. 
1 love thy gentle Influence, How*©, 
Thy genife Ittfloence like the sun. 
Only dissolves the fro2ed snow. 
Then bid& our thoughts like rh^rs flow^ 
And chuise the channels where they run. 

in. 

Thoughts shotild be free as fire or wijid; • 
The pinions of a single tnind ' 

Will through all flature fly : 
But who can drag up to the poles 
Long fetter'd ranks af leaden spolsf-, > 
A genius -which no chain controuJs 
Roves with delight, or deep, or high; 
Swift I survey, ihe globe around, 
i)ive to the centre, through the solid ground^ 

Or travel o?er the sky. 

_ TO THE REVEREND 

Mr. BENONI ROWE. 

The vaj of the Muttttude. 

I. 

ROWE, if we make the prbwd our goid^ 
Througli liiSe's uncertain loadk 

M 
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Mean is the chase, aind wandVinif wind 

We miss th' immortal Good; 
Yet if my thoughts could be cbnfin'd 
To follow dny leader mind. 
Yd mark thy steps\ afnd tread the same: 
I>rest in thy notions Yd appear 
Not like a soul of hio^tal frame* 

Nor with a vulgar jiir« 

Men live ac catidom, and by chance. 

Bright reason never leads the dance v 
Whilst in the bro^ and beaten way, . 

O'er dales and l\iUs, from truth we stray; 
To ruin we descend, to ruin we advance* 

Wisdow retires; she hates the crowds 
And with a decem scorn ,; 
Aloof she climbs her steepy seat: 
Where n^R the gray^ nor giddy feet. 
Of the learn'd vliigat.or the rude, . 

Have e'er the passage worn. 

Mere hazard fifst "5^gan the traclr. 
Where Custom teads her thousands blin4 

In willing chains' and strong; 
There'syscarce one botd, one noWe mindi 
Dares iread tfee ftital error back; 
But hand in hand ourselves we bihd* • ' 

And^drag the age along. 

Mortals, a. savage hrefd,^Bd toad .., . v 
As billows on a noisy" fldod ^ 

In rapid order pll;^ 
Example makes the mTschief good. 
With jocund heel we beat the road,, i 

UoheedfuloftheCoal. 
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Me iet ♦Iibilriers friendly wing 
;Snatch from the crowd, and bear sublimi 
. To Wisdom's lofty tower. 
Thence to jiirvey that wretched thirtgr, 
Mankind ; 'and in exalted rhyme 
Bless the delivering Power* 



aa» 



. . TO THE R£y£S£ND 

Mr. JOHN HOWE; 

. 1704* 

r^REAT man, permit the miise td climb 

vJT And seat )ier. at thy feet. 

Bid h^ attempt a thougttfe sublime, ' 

And ebiisecrate her wit. 
1 feel, I feel, th' attractive force : :' . 

Of thy superior soul : . . ^ '. 

My chariot 9ies her upward cou»e» 

The wheefi divinely rolh ! - . 

Now let me cliide'th^ niean affairs^ J 

And mighty toil of men : ~ 
How they grow |:pi3)^ In trifling, cares'j , 
Or- waste the motions of the spheres^ 

Upon dellghts-as vaiil I - /■ 

It. - - 

A pufF of„b^^ur fills the mind, . 
Aild yellow dust is solid good'; ' ~ " > 

Thus Hke the^ a|& of savage Itind, ,. 
We snuff the I)re6z6s of the windi " - • 
Or steal the serpent^s food. 

f Ithuriel/x fkijMmi ffa» angtj in QHliufCi P«r«lA\%« 
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Could all the choirs 
That chafin the poles ^ 
But strike one doteful sound, ; 
*TvvouId be eWipIoy'd to moui^n ouir siyto. 
Souls that were franTd of spri^litly fires. 

In floods of folly di'oWnU 
Souls made^ of glory seek a brutal joy; 

How'tHey drsclaim "x^Qn 1iest?eniy *wffr. 
Melt their bright substance down with drossy earth. 
And hate to be relfoM from shtt impure alloy. 

I , ill. • . 

Oft has thy genius rous'd us hente 

Wit6 ^tvated song. 
Bid us renounce this woiW of sense. 
Bid us divid^,th.' iminprtal prize 

With the seraphic throng: . : .i , * 

•* Knowledge ancj^joV^ makes .spirits We$t» ~. . 
*' Knowledge their food, aodlevp tl^jeir rest, i* . 
But flesh, th' unmanagt^tej^^a^t,;. ..3 .. . i - j 
Resists the pity of thine ey^s,;: ; ^ ;-r< . . ^ - -. 

And music of ^iiXHjgtte 






Then let the worms of g(mfiyv^glmP^' 
Romd the short ijV^O^WWy^kin^- i. 

In restless windings rojimin J.. '.,. V1J . ^ 

Howe hjith an.ampjerotb ofr^ovk;: ;.,. * •■'. - 1 

Where shining;ji5noi)(biQf-ki*»wJi8dBOfoi)jj ;, 
Where love the centre andf th^/P^Q% -[ \]^ , ,, - ' 

Completes the heaven at home. 

< • ' 






The i)wtf/J>i)WeJ^/,>/^^^ 

y^Hl TUE, p e rmi t m y fa ncy to iMpo s^ - 
VMJpen my better, powVs; 






< « ■ ■ ■! ^^—wpf^p^^— gM^^nii— m—— ^ 
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And j[ilds the gloomy liqurs. 
How could we bear this tedious round 
Of waning moopis and rolling years, 
Of flaming liopes, and chilling fears. 
If (where, no sovereign cure appears) 

N6 opiates could be found. 

II. 

Love, the mort cordial stream ttstrflow^ 
Is a deceitful good : 
Young Doris who nor gu!It nor danger knows. 

On the green margin stood, 
Pleas'd wjtji the fi<)lden bobbles. as they rose. 
And with moregoWeri sands her fancy pav'd the flood; 
Then foad tp be ejitirply blest, . ,. 

And terapfjeij by a faiihies5 youth 
As void of goodness as of xrutli. 
She plunges in with heedless haste, ' 

And rears t^e nether mud: ^ 
Darkness ;^nd miuseous dregs ari$e 
O'er the fair current, love, ,wi«i farge 5Dpplief 
Of pain to t^aze the heart, and sorrow for the ey^s. 
The golden bliss that charmM her sight 

Is d^sh'd, and drown'd, ^nd Iqst ; 
A spark of glimmering str^Slc at roost. 
Shines ,here.and there, amidst the ilight, 
Amidst the tutbed waves^and gives a faiiit delight* 

III. 
RecoverM from the sad sqrprize, 

Doris awakes at: last. 
Grown by the disappointment wise; 
And manages with art thViiulOf^ky cast; 
When die iQw'rIng frown ^h^, spies. 
On her haughty tyrant's brow,» 
With humble love she. meets. jiis. wrathful ey£s, 

And makes her sovereign beauty bow ; • 
Cheerful she .smiles upon ber.griily form;- ; 
So shines the setting sun on adverse skies. 
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And paints a rainbow on xijie storm« ^ 
Anon she lets the sullen humour spends 

And with a virtuous book or friend,' 
Beguiles ih' uneasy hours:. 

Well colouring every crpss she meets. 
With heart serene she sleeps and eats, 
$he spreads her board with fancy'd sweety 
And ^trows her bed with flow'rs. 



I "MA* 



Ths Heroes Schopt of MaraJHy^ 

■ 

T HERON, amongst his travels, found, 
A. broken statue on the ground; ' 
And searching onward as fie went 
He tracM a'ruin'd mpnumeht. 
Mould, moss^.and shades had overgrowa 
The sculpture of the" crumbling stone. 
Yet ere he past, with much ado. 
He guess'd, and speird out, Sci-pi-o. 

V Enough,. he cry'd: X\\ drudge no mom 
^* [n turning the dull Stoics o'er; 
**^Let pedants waste their hours of ease 
^*'1Fq sweat all night at Socrates: ' 
** And feed their boys with notes and rule5^ 
^* Those tedious repipes of schools^ ' ' * 
^*To cure ambition: I can learn 
^'With greater ease the great concern 
•* Of mortals; how we may despise 
^* All the gay things below the skies. 

I 

** Methinks a mould'ring pyramid 
<^ Says all that the old sages said ; 
^* For me these shatter'd tombs contal^ 
^Moie inorals than the Vatican* 
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•*Tlie dost of herojes cast abroad, 

** And kickM and trampled fli the road* 

** The xeh'cs of a lofiy mind, 

*•• That lately wars and crowns design'd, 

♦'Toss'd' for a jest from wind to wind, 

^Bid mfi be humble and forbear 

**Tan monuments of fame to rear, 

^* They are but castles in the «ir. 

"The tow'ring heights, and frightful fallf, 

^* The ruin*d heaps, and funerals, 

^ Of imoaking kingdoms and their kings, 

^* Tell me a thousand mournful things 

** In melancholy silence-..^ ^..*...*. 

**. ,-, ...Ite 

^* Thi^t living could not bear to see 
^Ma equal, now lies torn and dead; . 
^^Here his pale trunk, and there his head ^ 
^* Grieat Pompeyl while 1 nieditate, 
•*With solemn horror, thy sad fate, 
<" Thy carcase, ^atter*d on the shore 
^* Without n name, instructs no more 
/* Than my wbpl? Jibrary bef^r?^ 

** Lie fidll, my Plutarch, th«n, and sleepy 
**And my good Seneca may keep 
•* Your volumes closM forever too 
** I have no further usp for you 5 
** For when I feel my virtue fail, 
** And my ambitious thoughts prevail, 
** V\l take a turn among the tombs, 
A« And see whereto all glory comca* ; 
** There the vile foot of every clown 
** Tramples the sons of honour down» 
^ Beggars with awful ashes spoft, 
5^Aad presid ;he Cs^sars In tbe dirt*". 
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Freedoms 

I. 

TEMPT me no more. My soul can ne*ier compAif 
Wkh the gay^averies of a courc: 
I've an aversion to those charms. 
Ami bug dear liberty in both mine arms. 
Go, yassal-^ouis ; go., cring and wait. 
And dance attendance at Honorio^s gate. 
Then run in troops before him to compose his state ; 
Move as he ippves: and when he loiters, stand: 
YouVe but the shadows of a man. 
Bend when ^e speaks ^ and kiss the ground: 
Go, catch thV impertinence of sounds 
Adore the follies of tlie great; 
Wait till he smiles: But lo, the idol frown^djr 
And drove thei^ to their fate. 

II, 

Thus base-borfi tnfnds : l>ut as for ma, 

I can and will be free: 
Like a strong moAntViti; or some stately tree» 

My Soul grows firm uprJghi, 
And as I stand,^nd as I go. 
It keeps my body so ; 

No, I can never part with my creation-righr.' 
. Let slaves aiid asses stoop and bow, 

I cannot make this iron "knee 
Bend to a mealier pow> than that which fora^d itfree. 

.\. in. • 

Thus my bold-harp profusely play'd 
Pindarical; the» on .a. branchy. ibajde. 
I hung ray harp aloft, myself beneath it laid. 

Nature that listen'd to my strain, 
Resumed the theme, and acted it again. 
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SiiddeTj roge z wbifling wind " ' • ,. 

SweJling like Honorio proud, . , . , 

Around tlie straws and feathers ciQW^dv 1 . 
Tyf^es of a slavish mind; 

Upwards fhe stormy forces 7!se» 

The dusc flies up and climbs the skies, 
^nd as th' j:empest fell th' obedient vapours si?nk } ^ 
Agai«4t roars with beUdt%riffg sotnw. 

The meaner plants that grew around. 
The wiIlow,<ind theasp,trembM'& kitfs'dthegrcrundi 

Hard by there *tood the irbn trunk 
Of an old oak, and all the stom defy'd; , 

in vain the winds their forciss^ try'd> . • - 

In vain they roar'd; the iron, oak 
BoiJv'd only to the beaf enly thunder^s ^roke, . 



.iwi I. ma p. I . L i 'J ' . ' T » ( »< ■ U 4i l ilif MW , m l ' IM « H n wj i j 

• m 

On Mr. Locke's AnnoiaPiom upon seve- 
ral J>^rts of the New Tesramenf^ ' left 
behind him (ft 'his tieafh. 

I. ^ 

THUS reason learns, by slow degrees, . 
What faith reveals; but still complain* 4 ■ 
Of intellectual pains, 

And darkness from the too exuberant light* 
The blaze o^ those bright mysteries 
PpurM all at once on Nature's ey^es 
Offend and cloud her feeble si^ht. 

Reason could scarce sustain to see 
The almighty One, tV eternal Three* 

Or bear the infant vDeity ; 

Scarce could her pridu d^ceud to owO. . 
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Her auiker stooping from hh iitirone. 
And drest in glQii^s so unknown. 
A fanfsomM world, n isleeding God, 
And heav'n appeas'd with flowing blood. 

Were theme$ too painful to be underscQpd<» 

III. 

Faitb, thou bright pherub, speak, aad say^ 

Did ever mind of iportal race 

Cost the more' toil^ pr larger gr^ce^^ 

To melt and bend it to pbey. 
^Twas hard to make so rich a soul submit, , 
find lay he^ s1Mp^P£ ^9P<>urs §t thy spy^reign f^^f^ 

Sister of Faith, fair Charity, 
Shew me the wondVous man on high. 
Tell how he sees the Godhead Three, in Oo^ii 
The/ bright conviccion Alls his eye, 
Hfs noblest pow.ers in d^ep pxostratiqo II9 

At the mysterious ^rone. 
** Fprgive, he pries, ye sftipts l)eloW9 ^ 
** Th' wav*ring and the cold assent 
**I gave to themes divinely true; 
*'Can you admit the blessed to repent? 
** Eternal darkness v^il the lines 

** Of that unhappy book, 
** Where glimmering reason with false lustre shine%^ 
"Where the mere mortal pen mistopl^ 

*'What the celestial meant I 

See Mr, Locke's jftinotaHans on Rom. Hi. 25. an4 
Paraphrase on Rom. ix. 5. which has inclined some 
readers to doubt whether he believed the Deity and 
Satisfaction ^/Chrift. Therefore, in the fourth Stan-^ 
za, I invoke Charity, that^by herbelp^ I may find him 
$ut in hefty en, since his notes on 2. Cor. v. uit. and 
some other flaces^ gives me reason to heli^ve be 
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ftias no Socinian, though be has darkened the ghn 
£f the gospel^ and debased Cbrpstianity^ in the hook 
which he calls /i^^ ■ Reasonabienes^ of ^h ^^^ <^ 
'^m^ of his other works* « - 






True Riches. 

IAin not coticern'd to know 
. What to-morrow fate will do: 
'Tis enough that I can say, 
J^ye possQSt myself to-day: 
Then if haply midnight death 
Seize my flesh, and stop my breath, 
Vet to-rmorroW I shall be 
Heir (0 the best part of me. 

Glittering stpnes, and golden thing?. 
Wealth and honours that l^aye wings^ 
JEver fluttering to be gone 
I could never call my own : 
Kiches that the wprld bestowal 
She can take and I can lose ; 
Sut the treasures that are minei 
Lie afar beyond her line. 
When I view my spacious soul| 
And survey myself awhole. 
And enjoy myself alone, 
I'm a kingdom of my own. 

I've a mighty part within 
That the world hath never seen. 
Rich as Eden's happy ground. 
And. with choicer plenty crown'd* 
Her? on all the shining boughs 
Knowledge fair and useless grows : 
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Ob tlid sawe young flaw'ry tre^ 
h\\ tbe seasons you ttiay see ; 
Notions in the bloom of iigbe 

J I use disclosing to the sight; ^ 

-lere are thoughts of larger growth^ 
Ripening into solid truth; 
Fruits refin^dy of noble taste; 
Seraphs feed on $uch repast. 
Here in a green and shady grove* 
Streams of pleasure mix with love i 
There beneath the smiling skie^ 
Hills of contemplation rise; 
Now upon some shining cop 
Angels light and call me up; 
I rejoice to raise my feet^ 
Both rejoice when tlfere we mee% 

There are endless beautfes more 
Earth has no resemblance for: 
Nothing like them round tbe pole; 
Nothing can describe the soul: 
'Tis a region half unknown^ 
That has treasures of its own. 
More remote from public view 
Than the bowels of Peru; 
Broader 'tis, and brighter far, 
Than the golden Indies are : 
Ships that trace the wat'ryst^e 
Cannot coast it in an age: 
Harts, or horses, strong and fteer. 
Had they wings to help thetr feet. 
Could not run it halfway o*cr. 
In ten thousand days and more* 

Yet the silly wand'rlng mTnd 
Loth to be toa much confm'd. 
Roves and rakes her daily 'tours, 
jOoasting round the aarrdw 'shores. 
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Naffow shores of fiesh and seoset 
l^ickfo^ Hindis ftnd pebbles tbeoc^i 
Or she sits at Fancy's door. 
Calling shapes and shadows to her^ 
Foreign visits sdli t^tWmgi 
And t' herself a strangor liylngi 
Never, never^ would sfce biiy 
Indian du^, or Tyt^iffli'dye, 
Never trade abroad for more^ 
If she sawchferaativeJi^r^)) . 
If her inward worth "Wfire-lUiowtk 
She migbcever 1iTe-iMdpe«i : 
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1^ TR Ajn A ^afe^s Tier^mommg, fiigic 
V-J VVftH an ihimltabteVin^; 
Through rising deluges , of flaw^Og:,B|j;ht ' ./ 

She cleaves b5r., wo^^mus way^' , '. . • . ' 
She tunes icinofti^rabjg^^ajs /q the ^f owjbif iJSj'^ . 
Nor * Rapin gives fier *rulcs to By nor t rta^&l^dttt' 
to sing. . . / 

Where lie thepahioelf roc1ts,'''or vrtiere tfil'^Hifgafehiai 

Ctablp^ the liquid nidUhriii^OfH^^^ ' - 

•IJRi&'^eis 'derceniihijg tW^fr "' ' . ' 

Nor. A5V5 tbi^fi?' wb^re' tbebr cioantry 'lies> 
•Of V^efe'tbes'e^-ttittrk ^caT)d. ." 

Touched wirth^n'emf)yreit'''ray 
Sbe..jBring5. urterrui^, jUpt^^^^^ , 

♦ -df French crhi'e. f *j^ ^itgldsb^MiMvHr f$ ^u\\t* 
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. Spreads her white sails albfc, and steers, 
With bold and safe attempt, to the celestM land;. 

■, ... ..■:*"* ■ 

Whilst little skiffs along the mortal shores^ 

With humble toll in ie^rder creep. 
Coasting in sight dfon^ dnother^s oars. 

Nor venture through the boundless deepr . . 

Such low pretending ^ouls are they 
Who dwell inclos*d fii sptid orbs of skull'; 

Ploding along thelf sot>er way. 
The snail o'ertakes them in thetn.wiidest play,. . 

While the poor labourers sweat to be correctly dull* 

Give me thQch^Hot whose 4^vrher wrhjefel^ 

Mark their own rout, ancl unconfin'd 

Bound o*er the everlasting hills. 
And lose the clouds below, and leave the spars t^efaindl 

Give me ihe'muse whose generous force,' P 

Impatient fpr the rddS, \ 

Pursues an unattejtnpted cJpursei • - 

fireaHS'^U th^ critics iron chains;; 
And bears tp' paradise iffe rdptn];M mind: 

V 

There Milton dwells : xi\€ mortal sung 
,rrbemesnacpresumM.by an^moj-xai tongcie;^ 
''N«W;terrOTs, or new glories, dhine 
Iri every 'page,, arid flyinj^ -scenes* divJne 
Surprize the wcmd^ring senise,iS^ draw our soiils aloAg* 

Behold his muse sent out r^xplo^e \ . 

The unapipirent deep where waves ind Chaos r6af, ' 

And realms of light unknown before. 

She tracM a^gloriotis path unknown, 
Tfrro*firfIds of heavenly war, and Seraphs overthrofwa. 

Where hfs advent'rous-genhis led ; 
SQvWgn 9b^ fram'd a mo^ei of her own^ 



k 



t ^jiw* ■ < !■ mrmm^mt^m^i^^m'm!' 



Sftcred to ViKtvtt Hc^ i^i 

Nor thank'd the living nor the dead*^^ 
^he noble hater of degenerate rhyme 
Shook off the chains, and built bis verse subtiinet 
A monument too high for coupled sounds to climbs 

He mournM the garden lost below; 

(Earth is the scen^ for tuneful woe) 

Now bliss beats high in all his veins^ 

Now the lost Eden he regains. 
Keeps bis own air, and triumphs innnrivaird strakiff^ 

yi. 

Immortal Bard I Thus thy own Raphael sings. 

But knows no rule but native fire : 
All heaven sits silent, while to his sovereign strings; 
He talks unutterable things ; . "* 

With graces infinite his untaught fingers rov© 
Across the golden lyre: 
From every note devotion springs. - 

Rapture, and harmony, and love, - • * 

Overspreads the list'niDg choir. 
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To Mr. NICH6lAS CLARK. 






The Camplaint.. r 

I. 
♦rpWAS in a vale "wh^re q^iers-grow • * ' 
X By murmuTitig streams;' \^ told dtifwbe^- • 

And mingled all our cares: . • '-' • ' •' 
Friendship '«at pleas'd in' jioth our eyesi / 
In both the weeping dews arise, •,, ,' /'V ^' 

And drop alternate tears. "* • ■ ''* ' - ' ' 

The vigorous monarch bf the day^ • 
Now mounting' half %l1i- morning tv^y> • 
Shone with a faintei brij;lVc\ 
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Stili sick'ning^fcndcteeaylng sttliji 
Pimly he wander'd up the hill. 
With fais> expiring light. 

In dark ecVipsB his ^ij^riot roU'd, 
The queen or night obscQr'd bis gold 

Behind hfer sable wheels; 
Nature grew sad to loose the day» 
lie ffow'^ry vales in mourning lay, 

In mourning stopd the hills. 

^ . IV. 

S^«h;a8e;0iir 8oifro\»s,.Cl^rk, t cryM, 
Cldii'ds of the brain grow blacky ^nd hide 

Ouq ^arken*d souls behind ; . 
In the young morning of our Years 
Distempering fogs hav^ climb a the spherp$j| 

And chock the labVing mind* / ' * 

■ •• y. • 

trO, the 1^ planet rears his bead, 
Anf 'overlooks the lofty shade, — "* 

New-bright'Qing ^11 ^hei skies;. 
But say/<}ear partner of my moaiH 
When will our long eclipse be goi^e^ 

Or when our/sans ariset "h\ 

VL 

In vain ire potent herbs, apply'd * 

HarmoajfMis.f^unds in yali} have try*d 

'To make the darknieisa By : 
But drugs would rai^ the dead as $00Q» 
Or clattVing brass relieve the moon» 

When fainting ih the sky*. 

vii, 

Some friendly spirit from above. 
Bom of the li^ht and nucsi w4th 4ove^ 
Assist our feebler fires { 
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'(iirce these invading giodms: away;. 
louls should be seed quite thro! tbieir dajr 
Bright h yOtti: heay'nly ctoiri. 

But if the fogs tiiiusc datttp the 6atse^ 
Gently, kind.:d^^h». dissolve our &zmtf 

Release the prij^doeMriiiid : . . . 

Our s6uls shall mount, at thy discharge, 
T6 their brigtit source, and shine. ^t Igrge 

Nor cloUdtfd nbr confin*d, - 



* ' 1 

» .. • . ^ 

The Jfflictions of a Friend. 

1702, 

N- . v '•• 
OW let my caris' iillbtify^d li^i 
My griefs forever drimb: 
Your sdrrows ^weil py heart loiitgbV 
They leave my own no raom. 

*''':'• iri 

Sicltness and pdins are'qftfte- fbfg6r. 

The spleen itself is gone: 
ttufig'd in' your Woes t fed' tiiein "dot, ~' 
. Or feel them ill in one. 

* • « * \ 

iir. 

Infinite grief puts sens&lto flight, 

An4:aii theifidol linvades: ' ' ,' ' , 
So the broad gloote Df spreadli^ nigh^ 

Devours the ^ening'shades* 

Thus am I bom to be idiblest! 
This sympatfiv of woe 

N 
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Drives my own tyrants fr<«a my breast 
T* admit a forelga foe. 

v. 

Sorrows in long succession reign ; 

Their iron tod I feel; 
Friendship has only changed the chainf^ 

But Tm the fris'ser still. 

yu 

Why was this life for misery made? 

Or why drawn out so long? 
Is there no room amongst the dead 9 . 

0r Is a wretch too young.^ 

. : .... ./', VFK. , . -' 

Move faster on great "Nature's wheef,. 

Be kind, ye rooling powers, 
Hurl my days headlong down the bill 

With tmdistinguish'd hours. 

' : VIIL 

Be dusky, alf my rising sum^ ; 
Nor smile upon a slave: iw- J 

Darkness, and death, ma^e haste at once^ 
To hide me |n the girav^. 

* 

' - ■■■ "' ' >5vf- r---- - ' . . .. ' '■ ■ y " ■ I ■ S 

The Reverse : or^ The comforts of a friends 

I * 

I* m ...» 

«■••• - ■« • . 

HUS Nature tun*d her mduhif«I ton^> 
Till gtace lift up her bead, 
Revers'd the sorrow and the song, ': . . v 
And smiling thus shes^id: 
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Were kindred spirits born for earesf . 
Must every grief be mine? 



•^^^^"■n^ 
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ts ibere a sympathy in tieafs,' 
Yet joys (6U|s^ 'to join ^ [ [> ' - 

IH. 

t^orbid it, heaven; ah(i raise ny love^ 

And make our joys the same : 
So bliss and friendship Join'd abovo 

Mix an immortal flame. ' ' j 

*-• -• -; ■ • « IV. .. 
S6^rpws are* test in vast deltght * 

That brightens all the ^oul. 
As deluges df dawning light 

O^ertvh^ the dusky pole. 

V. 

Pleasures in long succession reign, ■ 

And all my powers employ: 
Priendlbip, but ^hifits the pleasing $C€ti€$ 

And ftesh repeats the joy. 

Life has a soft and silv'eif thread. 

Nor is it drawn too IpjigLv. - 

Yet whe|^ my vaster bop^&.persuade| 

I'm willing to, be gon^, j,.. '..;:. ^,.. , 
*' , . - -—-»-. 

Fast as ye please roll down, t}ie bill| 
And haste aWay my yeslirs'ij; "^ * ; ■ 

Or I can wait my FatherVWlll, '^'^* .'■ 
And dwell teneaih the spHeresi* ' 

VHI. 

Rise glorious, ©veryfotnresqp^in^r'yp '» 
Gild all my; following da^s,. ,.; i v. , 

But iitake-U>6 last dear moaienckocfwiii 
By well €li$5iBgui5b*d r?iyii ,;..r/L .:ii . 






• * 



«> 
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TO THE RIOB? UONORABl^S «. 

JOHN LoRi> cuts/ . 

AT THE Slj^ or NAMUS^ 

OWhy ly nfen so ttitMigbtless j^owfrf ' 
** Why gurlty souls In hast^ codiie ?" 
** Venfring the leap ta,eh' worlds unkaowa^ 
^* Headless co arms ^id blood ttfcey. fly. 

. 11 - . 

*' Are lives but worth -a s'oIdiefYpby^t t 

*'Why will ye join s«kiH'>rUe-:estirkiieii;K '. . ; "' 

**And stake iainiortal sowls, in play 

•*At desperate chape e, ^nd bloody jjam^sr 

• ' ■ iif. ■ 

•* Valour's |fcHpW«r. turn /ofthdugjt^' . 

" Whose paraonVgiiii'E forbids. bet f^iriiJR . 
"Calmly she meets thV deadly slibt'' '"■""' ' 
^ Secure of life above di^ stars. 

i n. •' r ' I Villi • * ' * . 

«*nut Frenzy (feres efdtirf fpel '. . ^ i ;:{ •.. 
♦* And spurr'd^ttf'-fiSffdtrr'is' airy drdsms^ '' . 
•* Flies to attack th' rnfertM*^afte,*'i /-/..' :. 
f^ And force a passage f^-ihe flames^" 

Thus Bovenng o (cr N^fimuna ^ TpHipSs • 
Suiig heav^^nly fove; rt}; tj^j^rferf ip'rit) < * 
Young Thraso l^xUTit^' TuqvJijg's^iaia'sy ' 
And vow*d to pray 'fefore the wtilij * * 

Anon the thuiiden>pjtrtinipe't «rfln ,ir . f 
ybws are but M'/Wj,;.5hebem.ici:^V r., i •.• .j 
Then swe^^'.lijLlie^ir'Jiv «mi stelte*|t60j\^lijf 
Drops in the ditch, <^^rk'aa4 4iie$ik» ' 
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M l « ' m ' I * <i*>^iw^^w^wf<|F'— ^— *^^^^— W^ 



Sacred to Vmi^, &c* ^07 

JS^rnlng several Poems of Ovid^ Marrial> * 

Qldham, Dryden, -G?c. 

1708. 

I. 

I Judge t^e iftnse of lewd desire*; 
Her'sdAS to darkniesSi and her works to firCf 

In vain -the flatteries of their wit 
Now with a melting sxraln, now with a heavenly flight* 

Would tempt my virtue to approve 
Those gaudy tinders of a lawless love. 

So harlots* dfess: They pan appear 
Sweet, modest, cool, drvinelj^ fair. 
To charm a Gate's' eye ; but all within, 
Stench, impudence and fire, and ugly raging sia» 

II, 
Die, Flora; die in endless shame. 
Thou prostituje of blackest fam^r; 

Strip of thy false ^rray. 
Ovid, and all ye wilder pens. 
Of modem lust, lyho guild our scenes. 
Poison the British stage, and paint damnation gay. 

Attend your mistress to the dead; 
When Flora dies,h^r imps should wait upon her shade^. 

III. 
Strephon*, of noble blood and mind, 

(Forever shine his nameQ 
As death approach'd, his soul refin'd^ 
Aud gave his looser sonnets to the flame, 
" Bum, burn, h^ ^H^^-* With sacred rage^ 
" Hell is the due of ev'ry page, 
^* Hell be the fate. fBpf,' O indulgent heaven! 
•'So vile the muse, and "yet the than for^v'ri!> 
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«*Burn on my songs; Ear not the silver Thzn^esp - 
*'Nor Tyber with his yeflow streams • ' '* ^ 

*' In endless currents t-oilin^ to the tnain, 
**Can tfer delute the poison, or wash out the stain,".. 
So Moses by divine command. 
Forbid the leprous houstE^ to stand. 
When deep the fatal spot was grown* 
Break down tke timber yani^^dig up tie stone. 



c=S: 



To'^Rs. B. BENDISH. 

/igaimt Tears. 

h 

MARAM, persuade me tears are good 
To wash pur moral cares away; 
These eyes shalPweep a sudden flood. 
And stream into a briny 'sea. 

Or if. these orbs are hard and djry, 
(These orbs thsft neveir lis^ to rain) 
Some ivit direct me whefe to buy / 
One sovereign drop for all my pain* 

, : III. • 

Were both th$ golden Indies mine, 
I'd give both- Indiesfor a:t6ar; 
I'd barter afl but what*fe divine : 
Kor shalf I think the bargam dear. 

But tearsr alas? are trifling. thii^s^' 
They rather feed than heel our woe ; 
From trtckHng eyes new sorrow ^priogs^ 
As weeds in rainy Reasons grow. 
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V. 

Thus weeping urges weeping on ; ^ 

In vain our ntjseriej; hppe relief. 
For one drop c^lU another down. 
Till we are dirownM in seas of grief* 

VI. 

Then let these useless streams be staid^ 
Wear nadve courage on your face ; 
These vulgar things were never ma49 
For souls of a superior race^ 

' VIL 

If 'tis a rugged path you go, 
4^nd thousand foes your steps surround. 
Tread the thorns down, charge thro' the foe: 
T'he hardest fight is highest crQwn*d* 



Few Happy Matches. 

yiug* I70T. 

L 

SAV, mighty love, and teach iny song. 
To whom my sweetest joys belpng. 
And who the happy pairs. 
Whose yielding hearts, and joininig hands. 
Find blessings twisted with theiif bands. 
To soften all their cares., 

II. 

Not the wild herd of nymphs and swaid^ 
That thoughtless Hy into the chains, 

A| custom leads the way : 
If there be bliss^ without design. 
Ivies and oaks qay grow 904 twine» 

And be as blest as. they. 
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Not sordid souls of QanWy mould 
Wl^p drawn by kindred charms of gol(^ 

To dulf embraces move: 
So two rich mountains of Peru 
IVfayrush to wealthy marriage too. 

And make a^worW of iove, ' ^ 

IV. 

Not the raaJ tribe th^t hell ltJsp?re!« 
With ^yanton flames : those raging firesi 

The purer bliss destroy:- '^ 

Qn Etna's top let Furies^ wetl, ' ' 
And sheets of llght-nkig di?ess.the be4 

T* in(>roire the burning, joy* ' ' 

Nor the dull pairs, ^hose marble form$ 
None df the melring passions warms, *" 

Can mingle hearts and bands : 
Logs of green ^yjoRoSthjit quenctiUhfr Cdalsu 
Are married ]ust like §toic 'souls, ^ 

WuH •osiers- for. their bands. 

VI, 

Not minds o/. melancholy: striln, •• 

Siill silent, or that s.till/cbinplain, . 

pin the dear bondage bless: ■ . 
As well max .hctvieply. cphoertsspritig; 
f^rom two ol4('Jujte$; iviih iie^ a string;^ 

Or none besidp the bass-: . : *-'! . 

vii;^ 

Nor can the. sof^enclAt^ments holi 
■yWo jarring souUoF. angry mouldi 

The rugged and the keettj, • ' ; ' 

Sampson^s young foxes ihi^c its well * T 

In bonds of cheqfuJ. wedlock dwoM^ - ■ 

With fire-brands ty'd betw$ieo«. •' ' ir-ti. 
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vni. 

Kor let tlie cruel fetters hind ' 
ji centle to a- savage mind; •' 
For love abhow the sight? 
Loose the fierce tyger from the dec;c 
For native rage and. native fear ' ' 
' j^ise and forbid delight. \ 

Two kindest souls alone m^si meett 
?Tis friendship make» the bondage si»i^ . 

And feeds their mutual loves; 
Bright Venus on her rolting throne 
Is drown by gentlest birds alone. 

And Cupid's yoke the doves. 

*" UM ' -I. ■■"■<( i| . 

• ■ • I 1 : ■ T3 

To DAVID POLHTLL, Esq. 

•%• 

*T ET. Tweles^ souk to Wpqds retreat : 
X-y PoLHiLL should leave a country seat; 
Wheft Y^J^^i*® ^^^ Wn^ .^^^ be great, 

11. 

Nor Kent*, t^or Susftex*» should \vJt charms*_ 
While liberty with loud alarms, " "'^ 

Oalfs youb cotisels' and to arms. 

' III. 
Lew^s, b7 ftwnin^ slaves ador'd, 
JJids yo«:reiielve a . \ base-born lord ; 
Awake your cares! awake your sw.ordl 






<*'}ffs ewntfj sent and dwelling, 
^Tbr Prttender^ frtcMm^ kSng in Franct. 
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IV. : 

Factions amongst di^ ? Britons ri^p^ 
And warring thoughts, it^ wild surmise* 
And burning zeal without her eyes. 

A vote decides the blind debate ^ 
Resolv'd, Tisfor diviner weight; 
To save $be steeple than the state. 

The t bold Jilachine is form'd and join'd 
To stretch the consciehc?^; and to bind' 
The native freedom of the tnind. * ' 

' ■' ■ ■■ -'"m- V- . 

Your grandsire shades v^ith jealous eye, 
Frowtj^pwn to see their offspring lie ' 
jCareless, and let their country die* 

If 5 Trevia fear to Ie| you staqd 
Against the Gaul with spear In nand. 
At tt -^ast Petition for the land. 



The celehratjsd Victory^ of the Voles oyer, 

Osman the Turkish F^mperor in the^ 

Dacian Battle. 

Translated from Ca^mire. Rook ly, Oi. 4, with, 

large additions. 

ADOR the old, the wealthy and the sirong. 
Cheerful in 'years (nor of the heroic muse 



Cjr 



^be Parliament. f. The bUi against oceasioHaJ conformity. 
1702. S Mrs PolbiJl of tbe family of tie Lord Trevor. 
tt Mr,Polbill was one of tbe fivt zealous genthmtm wb^ 
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pnknowing, or unknown) beld fair f)ossessipns 
Where flows tfie fruitful iianube': Seventy fpringjj 
Smil'd on his seed, tind Severity harvest moons 
Fili'dT^h'is wide granaries with autumnal joy: ■• 
JStill he rtsiirti'd the toil: and farad reports. 
While he broke up new grouhd, and tir'd his plougl^ 
In grassy furrows, the torn earth disclosed' 
Helmet^, and swords (bright fpmiture of war 
SJe^ptft^ in rustj) and heaps of mighty bones. 
Trie siui descending to the Western deep 
Bid him lie down and rest; he loos'd the yoke, 
Yfet held h^s wearied oxen from their food i 
With ctiarming Qum^ecs, aqct uncommon song. 

•■ ■■..:. ...; . . .-. ■ . :■■' •■■■■■■' i ■ - . 

Go, ftllow-laboorers, you may rove secure. 
Or leied- ^^biide me : taste the greens and bows 
That you have long forgot; crop the sweet herb» 
And graze ifi safety, vHiiJe the victor Pole 
Leans oii his spear^ and breathes; yet still his eye 

Jeak>us and fierce. How large, old soldier, say, 
Uwfair a harvetit ofth* slauehter'd Turks 
Strew'd ihe Moldaviiin fields.^ What mighty piles 
Of vnist destruction, artd of Thracian dead 
Fill Imd amaze my eyes? broad bucklers He 
(^' vain defente) spread o*ef the "path less hHfj, 
And coats of scaly steel, and hard habergeon, » 
Deep-br*is-d and einfJty of Mahometan limbs. 
This the fierce Saracen wore, (for wheira boyn 
1 was a captive andretplnd their dress":) 
Here-the Polotifatts dreadftit m?rch*d alortg 
In august port; and regular' array. 
Led on t'o conqtiestt Here the Turkish chief - 



^ 
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presented the famous Kentish petition to parliament in th$ 
reign t^King William^ te hasten their ^ supplies in erder ta 
support 'the king in bis war with France, 
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Presumptuous trod, atjd in nide order rqng'd 
His long battalions, while his populous towns 
Pour'd out fresh tropps perpetual, drest in arms^ 
Horrent in mail> and gay in spangled pride^ 

O the dffe image pfthe bipody £ght 
These eyes have! seen, 'when the capscious plafii 
iVas thronged with Daciaiispears; whQii poli$h'dhelii}i^< 
And convex gold bld^*d thick against tfie suq 
Restoring all his beams ! but frofwning wac 
All gloomy, like a gathered tempest, stood 
Wavering, and doubtful where tp bend its fali^ 

The. storm- of missive stjE^l deiayi'-d a wWle 
By wise command; fledgi'd arrows on. the nerve r 

And/sc.ymiter and. sabre bore the sheath 
Reluctant : till the hollow bra^n cjoudj 
H»^ bellow'd froim: each quarter of the field. 
Lou(iV thunder, and disgorged their sulp.Vrpjyis fire* 
Then banners wa v^d, and arn^s >yere.mii^*d wkh:9rm» ^ 
Then. jivietHns answered javelins a^ they fled^ 
For both fieti faisslDg death.: ' With, 'advene edge^ . 
The crooked fauchions niet; ana hideous noise 
From,tfia^ing shields* thrp' the. long rag^ks pf. wax^, 
Clang'd horrJbleu A thoju^and iron, sconos . 
Roar diverse: *9nd in harsh cpnfiifiion drowsy 
The |riimpe^*s siiverj soitpd* O rude effort 
Ot harmony f not: iail the frozen stores 
Of the coldiNorth^ when pourM in rattlhig bait 
Lash with such madn^s the Nor^egiaii plains* 
Or so torment. th&.ear4..:S<:gfce sounds ^o f^r 
The direful fragor, when some Southern blast 
TemFfr^lfom the- Alps a ridgt-of knotty. oaks 
peep fang*d, and ancient tenants of th6 rock r 
The mas^y fi^gmfeitr, many "a rbod-^in iiengcB^ 
With hideout clash rolls down tlie fogged. cliflT 
Resistless^ plunging in tl^e subject lake ^ 
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^bmo, or Lygaine*; ch* fiffiicced waters roar^ . 
And various thuuder all the Vjalley fills, 
Such' Was the ndise of war: the troUbkd'Tiir 
CompMiis aloud, and propagates the din 
Jo neigh|>ourin^ regions ; ro'cks ami lofly hlltf 
jD^irt tlie iii^petaobs echd'es rOuiid the sky* 

Uproar, reveifge, and nigc» and fcate appear . , 
In all ih^lr niufderbus fbrm§; and flanie iifttl bldoli 
And swear Srid dustari'ay Ae jbi-oad cJlApaiga 
In hprfor: hasty ft:et,iftixl -iparklraig feyes, 
And all the savige i')assi'6ta$ of ^he soul 
fengage In the warm bij^ni^s of the clay. 
Here' nifitfitffng^'lJafldsi hutf wfth* no frieiiifJfygifpi?, 
toin in ih^figltt ; ifnd ^feasts in elioke einfl>race,^ 
J3ut tnortal, as the iron anbs' of death, 
llere wordi austere, of ^^ril&us tdmtnand, 
'Aiid valour ^wift t^ ofeey ; IkM feai> of arinf 
Dr^tfdftil to see, and .^orrlotfs- to relate, . 




Atid yelts'^trtrmanly; thtdtictthe^ battle irn^l 
And sudden wi^tb dM !nt6\%iid]dss'&ttie.' 






Long did the fate i(^F ^r hang dubious, ./nere^ 
Stood tlie more ntiu^*rbus*Tikk, the valjapt; Pole r 
Foughrh<^re4 more .^eadfi^u .Uxo"^ wkb'lossQirAvid|^ 






\ 



««t \**at'th^mh#e^^'or*efebwa^ : 

Of a Cyddnl^n, •whalftlicf ftatfut crowds j ' 
Of base Cill^kits *^apjin^ ttem the.^hiu|^P« \ 
Or Parthian beasts, with all their racing riders. 
What jCQuld.they 4ttieaa witot th,* intrepid hreasc 
Ofthe puj^suing roe^T|CM%p^^^^ tofes ... • 
Rush^-Jiere, and hejeMiftXltnpftbiart hotse 

Urivr^fewii iipoii tUdi^Uic' ?^ dgvibl4 \i<i^' ' ' 

< * ■. *'-'^ .. ■• , -. ^ 
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f\' ■ -'■ • ■-•■.. . • . 

or kindled thunder, raging thro' the sky 

0n sounding wheel^: oras some mighty flood 

Rolls his two torrenb down i dreadfiil^steep ' . ; 

trecipitaii^, arid beiri alcing the stream . ' ! 

Rocks, woods, and trees, With all .ihe grazing befci^ 

And tumbles lofty forests K^aaidng to the piiiii: 

'- Tbe; bold, Borussiansmoaking' from afar, ■ . .'- 
TVToves like a tempest In, a dusky cloud, 
And imitates th' artillery of heaven, , ^. ./, 
The lightening andxh^ roar. Ama^jing sbenif . 
What showers dt mortal hail, what iiaky' ,fires 
Bur^trom the darlfriess !. while their cohorts iirai 
J^et like the thurifler, and an, equal stornij .: 
From hostile troops, but with a. braver mind, 
Undaunted bosoms, tempt tHe. edge of war .. , .. ' ! 
And fuslVoti tive sharp.poinr; ., while baleful piis.cli iefs 
I)eaths and bright, dapjgefs flew across t^^ • 

TJiick fii^4 continual, and a thousand sbu.ls 

vFietj miiroi'ring tjiro' their, wpunds. t stood ^lojJfi 
For '*twai unsafe to come- within ^h^ wind 
<1f Russian banners, when with whizzing, souni^ 
Eager of vgiory, and profuse of 1 i fe, 
They bore down ftarless bh*^ the charging fbes, " 
Apddroyethem.backward. ^Then the Turkish' moons 
wander^ci in disarray. ,'i4datk eclipse. 
Jrturi^ on the silver ci'asc'encV boding nlgtit, 

•Xong ififfght to all fier sons: vit l^ngSi disrobM -^'^ 
The standards fell ; the barbarous ensigns torn 
Fled \ykh the wind, the sport of angry heaven: 
And a large cloud of infantry and hor^e^ _ « 
Scattering in wild disorder^ spread the plain. '• ' 



.. « '.. 



"Nbr noise, nor 'ntimber, nor the brawny limb, 

Nor hi^ built size prevails; *Tis courage fights,* 

'Tis courage conquors. ' io whole farejf^s faU "/ 

{A spacious tm) by one s^gie ax,' • - '-"^ 
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And steel Well sharpened i so a generous pair ' • 
Of ybiiDg-wing*d eaglets fi^gfat a chousaad dovesii 

Vast was the slaugliter,' and the floVry green 
Drank deep in flowing crimson. Veteran bands 
Here made their last campaign. Here haughty dhloft 
Stretch'd on the bed of purple honour lie 
Supine, nor dream of battlers hard- event. 
Oppressed with irpq slumber^, and long night* - 
Their ghosts indignant to the nether world.' .. 
Fled, but attended well for at their side . 
Some faithful jinizarles strewM the field, , 
Falfn in just ranks 0^ wedges, lunes or squares, 

• Firm a^ they stWd.; to. tfie Warsovian, troops, 
A nobler, toil, and tritimph worth their fight. 
But the broad sabre, and keen poll-ax flew 
With speedy terror^ through th6 feebler herd. 
And mado rude ha^ock and irtegularspoil 
Amongst the m^it bands that own'd the name . 
Of Mahomet. The Wild Arabians fled * / 

^iti^wift affright a thousand different ways \ ftain* 
Thrcf tufakes and iliOrhMnd clirtlbM ih^e c;raggy. mouu- 
BeilQwing; yet hasty Tate o ertook jh,^. cry; 
And Polish huritibrs tIaVe' the timoroijis deerl- , .' 

', llitfs the dirfe pro^jpect di'stint fiU'd' my ^oul ■ 
IVith awef tiir'the fes^>reHcks of the- War- • - • ' 
Th« «tiin Edofiiati^ eying: liad disdosM^ 
The ghastly plaitn J 1 toofc a' nearer view* 
Uns<«emiy to the; sigfet, not to thJt? smett - 
Grateful. Wliat loads'of mangled flesh and limbs 
(A dis*al carnage!) batti'd in i»eeking gore 
Lay weUVing on the ground;' while flitting life 
Convulsed the ffervea sffll Shivering, nor had 'Idst 
All taste' of pain I, Here >n old Thraeian lies 
Defolrm\i with yeane' arid scars, and grbansr aloud 
Torn with fresh wdonds; but Inward vita3s firm 
foriAd the soul*^ femov^i aud cl\m \\ ^v^ ^ ^- 



»o<? LYRIC ppmk iiook iu 

T^y ihe:bard taw$ of rtfliure,. to sustain . 
fcwg. tof.mient : bis wild.eye-balls,jolU bi>; teeth 
Gnashing with anguisli. chide his ling'tiiig fatei 
Ei^I^Iazaii'd armour ^p.oke his , high cbmmand ^* 
\mdngsiiK neighb'fiDg'a^^d.;' they round their lord 
[aay prostrate Vso4B'elri flight igiiobJy flain,' 
Some to" the. skies 'th.eir faces upward turri'd 
>tili brave^'aiid prdud td die so near tli^ir prince. 

. i tfiov'd tiot fir, ind'jo,itlnaniy leng^th. 
Two b^a'ul'cous.3^ouths."of rJche^t'jOtfman blood 
fextended <iii the field : |n friei^a^fp jdin'd. 
Nor fa,te divides them : HaMy warriors to th; 
hcfth faitlifut : 'drowtiM in shoWVs of darts: th'ey fdj^ 
Each with his sHield spread o'fefjfiis lover's heart, 
]n vain: for on. those orbs 6f^ friendly brass 
iJtood groves of jaVelins ; som^ alas! top deep 
Were' planted there, and thro' tnek lovely boiotd^ 
Wade ,p.aihful av'eniies for crli^l^cath. 

■ O Jfiy dear n'^iive 1and;/forg^iye' :tfi6* tear ^ 
1. dijopt on their wan chicles, tyj^ei} strOne ctopaisioH 

^Fbtc'd fi^6in ray melting ;ey^/ ilie briny dew> 
.And^ piid a' sacfrlfice, to hostile' virtiie. \ .^ 

Dacia, forgJve the ^igh£jhat.!|vish*d the souli . 
Of thoie fair til fidels sOme'Kdifibte" place / ' . 
Amoag the blesi. " Sleep<>«l4fei5, ye bapfe&rpfir^ 
"Gently, 1 cryM, wor^fibyiQt'ter'Bsr'ftte.^ , ; . 
*' And bet'tjer. ftiiL** . liar^t M ,tbei ©en^ai lay 4 
•* Of Sara^jen .Ascent, ^ gcizly iform . ^ ■ * 

•'Sreathlessv yi&t N^e <ffii'firte:iiipQi|*hlS'&#c 
*' lu j5i«»ppo:iHtment, wjt^ V)$j^^y I Wffw . 
Louring in d^th, ai)d vc^t^;; h\^ rjgi^. bif<nv , . 
Poafiu jug wi ih blood bitp - bvCtJi^ Polish Sp((ar« 
]n lit^at^'cjead visage tny remigneibcftncie reads 
llash Carapcasi In y^jP)iJM?i)3Q«tittg:^ye 
Proml.^'d and soothM the: SttlW:,*r*at:ning fierce, 
Wjthj-Qyal £^ppers, and iriwiH?^^^"^ ft^^t 
Sprsii mii beu(;:;ih W&rso.via.a ^ilk wd (old \. , 
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>5eef on the naked ground all cold he lies. 
Beneath the damp wide covering of. the air, ■ 
Forgetful of his word. How heaven confoands 
Insultiflg-hopes! wiih what an awful smile 
Lairghs at the proud, that loosen all the reins 

"To their unboiAided wishes* and leads on 
Their blind ambition to a shameful end ! 

Bat whether am I born f This thought of arms ' 
Fires me in vain to sing to senseless hulls 
What generous horse should hear. Break'oiF, my song. 
My barb'rous muse be still: Immortal deeds" 
Must not be thus profan'd in rustic verse: 
The martial trumpet, and the following age. 
And growing fame, shall loud reherse the fighc 
In sounds of gjory. Lo, the evening-star 
^hines o'er the western hill ; my oxen, come. 
The well-known star invites the labourer hoine. 
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To Mr. henry BENDISH. 

• * , • 

Aug. 24, 1705. 

DEAR SIR, 

THE follmlng Song ^as yours when fint com:' 
fo%ed\ The muse then described ^be general fate of 
mankinds that iSj to Be all matched; and now she 
rejoices that you have escaped the common mischiefs 
and that yo^^r fouf h^i found its dwri mate* Let ibis 
Ode then congratulate faui both, 'Orow mutual in 
more complete likeness and love : Persevere and be 
happy. ' ; . 

/persuade myself you will, accept, ft^m tie Press 
what the pen more privately inscribed to you long 

O 
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ago ; and I am at no pain "lest you should take of' 
fence at the fabulous dress of this Poem : Nofwojiid' 
weaker minds be scandalized at it^ if they would 
give themselves leave to reflect^ hoiv many divine- 
truths are spoken^ by the tioly fVriters^ in visions-,, 
and images^ parables and dreams : Nor are my 
wiser friends ashamed to defend it^ since the' nar-^ 
rative is grave ^ and the moral so just and ohvH^ 
$us, ' 



Tke Ittdian Philosopher. 

Sept. 3, 1701, 

i; 

•WTHY should our joys transform to pain? 
W Why gentle Hymen's silken chain 
A plague of iron prove? 
Bendish, 'tis strange the chain that binds 
Millions of hands should leave dielr minds- 
At such a loose from love- 

IK 

In vain I sought the wond'rous cause- 
Rang'd the wide field of Nature's lawsj- 

And urg'd the schools in vain; 
Then deep in thought, within my breast 
My soul retir'd, and slumber dress'd 

A bright instructive scene; 

III. 

O'er the broad lands, and cross the tide^ 
On fancy's airy hors^e I ride, 

(Sweet rapture of the mind !) 
Till on the banks of Ganges flood. 
In a tall ancient grove I stood 

For sacred use design'd 
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, IV. / . 

Hard by, & venerable priest, 

Ris'n with his God, the Sun, from rest. 

Awoke his morning song; 
Thrice he conjur'd the murmVing stream; 
The birth of souls was all his theme. 

And half divine his tongue. 

V. 

'* He fang th* eternal rolling flame, 
*^The vital mass, that still the same 

*'Does all our minds compose! 
**But shap'd in twice ten thousand frames; 
•* Thence diff'ring souls of diiF'ring names, 

*'And jarring tempers rose. 

VI. 

** The mighty powV that formed the mind 
** One mould for ev*ry two design'd, 

*• And bless the new-bom pair; 
•* This be a match for this ; (he said) 
« Then down he sent the souls he made, 

« To seek them bodies here : 

VII. 

** But, parting from their warm abode, 
•* They lost their fellows on the road, 

•• And never join'd their hands: 
'* Ah ! cruel chance, and crossing fates ! 
*^ Our Eastern souls have dropt their mates, 

•* On Europe's barbarous lands. 

VIII. 

** Happy the youth that finds the bride, 
•'Whose birth is 10 his own ally'd, 

** The sweetest joy of life : 
. ** But, oh I the crowds of wretched souls. 
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•* Fetter'd to minds of different moulds, 
« And chain'd t' eternal strife f* 

' IX. 

Thus sang tibe wond'rous Indian bar J; 
My soul with vast attention heard» 

While Ganges ceas'd to flow; 
** Sure then I cry'd, might 1 btit see, 
** That gentle nymph that twinn'd with me, 

•' I may be happy too» 

' • X. • ' 

**Some courteous angel* tell me where. 
** Wliat distant lands riiis unknowti fair» 

"Or;dlsiffnt seas deta^^l'?*• 
^*Svvift as the wheel of nature rolls 
•' I'd fly^ to meet, and mingle souls, 

" And wear the joyful 'Chaitt." 
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The Happy Man. 

■'i: ' 

SERfiNE as light, is Myron*s soul, ' 
And active is the suuvy^t staidy^a« thepoler 
In manly beauty shiiieshts-foce*; ■ 

Every muse, aifd ev'ry grace. 
Makes his heart and toague their seat, 
Hisheart profusely.good, his lOftgue' divinely sweet* 
Myron, the wonder ofxs^r eyes, - - * ^-^ ' 
Behold his manhood scarce begun! 
Behold his race of virtue run ! 
Behold the goal of glory won! 
Nor Fame denies the raeritvnor with-holds the prize ; 
Her silver trumpets his renown fHroclairar 
The lands- where leairmng never Qfiw^ 
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Which neither Rome nor Athens knew. 
Surely Japan and rich Peru, 
In barbarous songs, pronounce theBritTsh'liero^s name*' 
** Airy bliss, ih« hero cry'd, 
**May feed the tympany of pride: 
** But heafthy souls were never found 
** To live on emptiness and sound.'* 

II. 

Lo, at his honourable feet 
Fanie*s bright attendant. Wealth, appears $ 
She comes to pay obedience meec. 
Providing joys for future years 
Blessings with lavish hand she pours 
GatherM from the Indian coast; 
Not Danse's lap could equal uea&ure's boast,' 
When love came down in golden sbow'rs. 
He look'd and turn'd his eyes away. 
With high disdain I heard him ^y, / 
*^ Bliss is not made of glittering clay.** 

III. 

• . .. ' . 

Now Pomp and Grandeur court his head. 
With scutcheons, arms, and ensigns spread: 
Gay magnificence and ^tate. 
Guards and chariots at his gate. 
And slaves in endless order round his table waitT 
They learn the dictates of his eyes. 
And now they fall, and now th^y rise. 

Watch every motion of their Lord, 

Hang on his lips with most impatient zeal. 
With swift ambition seize tn^ unfinish*d word. 
And the command fulfil. 
Tir'd with' the train that drandeur brings, 
He-dropt a tear and pity'd kings: 
Then flying from the noisy throngs 
Seeks she diversion of a soug. 
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IV, 

Music descending on a silent cloud, 

Tun'd all her strings with endless art; 

By slow degrees, from soft to loud. 

Changing she rose: The harp and flute 
Harmonious join, the hero to salute. 

And make a captive of his heart. 
Fruits, and rich wine, and scenes of lawless love^ 

Each with utmost luxu'ry strove. 
To treat their fav'rfte best; 

But mounding strings, and fruits, and wine. 

And lawless love in vain combine 
To make his virtue sleep, or lull his soul to rest. 

V. 

He saw the t<?dious round, and, with a sfgh^ 

Pr»n6unc'd the world but vanity. 

•' In crowds of pleasure still I find 

"A painful solitude of mind. 
" A vacancy wiihfn which sense can ne'er supply. 

" Hence, and be gone, ye flatt'ring snares, 

" Ye vulgar charms of eyes and ears, 

**Ye uBperforming proraisers! 

*'Be,a)l my baser passions dead, 

** And base desires, by nature made 
*' For animafs and boys : 

*' Man has a relish more refin'd, 

*' Soiils are for. foci.al bliss designed, 
*' Give me a blessing fit to match my mind, 
^^ A kindred ^oul to double and to share my joys.'* 

VI. 

Myrrha appeared: "Serene her soul 
•* And ncfive as the sun, yet steady as the pole; 
" Tn «5orter beauties shone her face; 
*^Evciy musc,ai\d uvcri s^^icti. 
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"** Made her heart, and tongue their seat, 
** Her heart profusely good,her tongue divinely sweet: 
** Myrrha the wonder of his eyes." 
Hi« heart recoiPd with sweet surprize. 

With joys unknown^ before; 
His soul dissolved in pleasing pain^ 
Flow'd to hi« eyes, and look'd again, 
, And could endure no more, 
"•* Enough! ch' impatient hero cries 

** And seiz'd her to his breast, 
***l seek no .more below the skies, 
^ I give my slaves the rest." 



To DAVID POLHILL, Esq. 

An Answer to an infamd'bs Satyr, called. Advice to 
A Painter; written by. a nameless Author, a- 
gainst King Wiliiam JIL of glorious Memory, 
1698. 

SIR, 

PFHEN you put this Satyr into my handy you 
gave me the occasion of employing my pen to an- 
swer so dePestable a writing ; which wight be done 
much more ef equally by your known zeal for the 
interest of his Majesty ^ your counsels and your cour^ 
age employed in the defehee of your king and coun- 
try » And since you provtfked me to write^ you will 
accept of these efotts of my loyalty to the b^st of 
-kings y addressed to one of the most zealous of his 
:subje€ts, by. 

Sir, . , 

Your moK obedient Servant, 
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PA RT h 

AND must the hero that redeemed our land. 
Here in the front of vice and scandal standf 
The man of wond'rous soul» that scorn 'd his ease. 
Tempting; the Winters, and; the faiihless seal,^ 
And paid an arwiual tribute of \m Hfe .. * 

To guard his England from the Irish Icnife,' 
And crush the French Dragoon? MuspWilliam'g name. 
That brightest ^lar that gilds the wings of Fame,* 
Wilhain the brave, the pioujS^ and the jiisr, 
Adoni these gloomy scenes^of xyranny and lust! 

Polhill, my blood boils high, my spirits flame; 
Can your zeal sleep? Or are your passions tanfe? 
Nor call revenge and darkness on the poet's name f 
Why smoke th6 skies noti* why tao thunders roll? 
Mor kindling light'nings blast his guilty soul^ 
Audftcioais vVrelcb J to stab a raoiikrch's fame, ' 
And fire, his subjects wiihja Tcbel'-flBme; 
To pailiibe painter to his black deslgrns. 
To draw our guardian's face In hellish lines: 
Painter, beware!, the monarch can be showa 
Under no shape but angels, or his own, 
Gabriel, 'or Wlllfem, or tti^'Brlttsh' throne. 

• 

O! could my thought bn< grasp the vastdesigti. 
And words with infinite ideas join, 
I'd rous0 Apelles from his fi:on sleep. 
And b:d .him trace the warpor o*er the deep: 
Trace him, ApeHes, o'er the Belgian plain 
Fierce, how he climbs the mountains pj the slain,. 
Scatcerfng just vengeance thro' the red campaign* 
Then dash the canvas with a flying stroke. 
Till it be lost in clouds of fire and smoke. 
And say, 'Twas thus the, .^^.aquccor through the 
sijuadroa broke. 
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Mark bim a^in emerging from the cloud. 

Far Jrom bis troops ; there like a rock be stood' 

His country^s singly barrier in a sea of bk)Od. 

Calmly he leaves the pleasure of a chroiie, 

And his Mjiria weeping ; whilst alone 

He wards the fate of nations, and provokes bis own : 

But heaven secures his. champion, o*er the field 

Paint hovVing angels ,• though they fly conceaPd, 

Each intercepts a death, and wears it on bis shie{d» 

Now noble pencil lead him to our isle,. . 
Mark how the skies with joyful luftre smilQf' 
Then imitate the glory on the strand 
Spread half the nation, longing till he land. , 
Wash off the blood, and take a peaceful teint. 
All red the warrior, white the rural paint; 
Abroad a hero, and at home a saint. 
Throne him on hlgk upon a shining seat, 
Lust and profaneness dying at his feet. 
While round his head the laurel and the olive meet. 
The crowns of war and peace; and may they blow 
With flow'ry blessings ever on his brow. 
At his right hand pile up the English laws 
In sacred volumes; thence the monafeh. draws 

His wife and just commands . ^ 

Rise, y^. old .sages of the British isj^. 

On the fair tablet 9ast a reverend smile^ 

And bless the peace; these statutes are your own*,' 

That sway the cottage and direc^t the thronel 

People and prince are one in William's eamcj 

Their joys, their dangers, and th^ir laws the sanie«\ * 



Let Liberty, and Right, with .plumes dispIayM^ 
Clap their glad wings around the Guardian's head. 
Religion o'er the rest her starry pinions spread. 
Religion guards him ; round th' imperial .queen 
Place waiting virtues^ each of hcav ul>j m^va\ 
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Learn their bright air, and paint it from his eyes; 
The just, the bold, the temperate and the wise 
Dwell in his looks; majestic, but serene; 
Sweet, with no fondness; cheerful, but not vain: 
Bpght, without terror ; great without disdain. 
His soul inspires us what his Hps command, ' 
And spreads his brave example through fhQ lands 
Not so the former rpJgns i,..,.,,^...,^..^^ 
Bend down bis earth to each afflicted cry, 
Leo beams of gi^ce dart gently from his eyesi 
But the bright treasures of his sacred breast 
Are too divine, too vast to be exprest; 
Colours must fail where words and numbers faint, 
And leave the hero's heart for thought alone to painu 
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PART Ih 



NOW,-mo«e, pursue the satyrist again. 
Wipe off. the blots of his envenom'd pen ; 
Hark, how he bids the servile painter draw. 
In monstrous shapes, the patrons of our law; 
At one slight dash he cancels every name 
From the white rolls of honesty and fame : 
This scribling wretch marks all he meets for knave. 
Shoots sudden bolts promiscuous at the baseand brave. 
And with unpardonable malice shades 
Poison and spite on undistinguished heads^ 
Painter, forbear; or, if thy bolder hand 
Dares to attempt the vili?iins of the land* 
Draw first this poet, like some baleful star* 
With silent influence shedding civil war; 
Pr fi^ci'sous cruuipcicr, who^ii m^i^vc sound 
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Calls ofF the subject to tbe hostile ground. 
And scatters hellish feuds the nation round. 
These are the imps of hell, thai cursed tribe 
That first create tbe plague, and then tbe pain describe* 

Draw next above, the great ones of our isle. 
Still from the good distinguishing the vile; 
3eat*em in pomp, in grandeur, and command^ 
IPeeling the subjects with a greedy hand; 
Paint forth the Itnaves that have the nation soId» 
And tinge their greedy looks with sordid- gold. 
Mark what a selfish faction underniines 
Tbe pious monarches generous designs. 
Spoil their own native land as vipers do. 
Vipers that tear their motber^s bowels through. 
Let great Nassau, beneath a careful crown. 
Mournful in majesty, look gently down. 
Mingling soft pity with an awful frown: 
He grieves to see how long in vain he strove 
To make us blest, how vain his labours prove 
7o save tbe stubborn land he condescends, to love* 
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To the Discontented and Unquiet. 

Imitated partly from Casimire, Book IV. Ode i5« 

• • 

VARIA, there's nothing here that's frcQ 
From wearisome anxiety: 
And the whole round of mortal joys 
With short possession tires and cloys: 
'Tis a dull circle that we tread, 
Jfust £iom the window to tVx(i b^d. 
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We rise to see and to be seen. 
Gaze on the world a wtiile and ihen 
We yawn, and stretch , to bleep again. 
But Fancy^ that uneasy guest, 
StRl holds a longing in our breasr:' 
She finds or frames vexations still. 
Herself the greatest ^lagiie' we feef. 
We take strange pleasure in durpaiij,. 
And make a moantlaih oTa grain,' ^ 
Assume the load, and t^ant and sweat 
Beneath th' fmaglntir]^ Weight. 
With oar dear selves' we Hve at strife, ' 
While the mostcottstaht scenes of life 
From peevish btitiiburs a&'c not fre^ ; 
Still we affect Variety : ' 
Kather than = pass an 'tfasy 'da j'. 
We fret and thide Vhe hours awaV^ 
Grow weary of this dfcling sun. 
And vex that hfeshdiuld ever i-un 
The same old track'V and still, and still 
Rise red "behind yon tfasterri 1)111, ' 
And chide the ino6ii that darts hei^' Hght 
Through the same casement every night. 

We shift our chambers, and our homes, 
-To dwell where trouble never conies; 
Sylvia has left the city crowd. 
Against t-he court -exclarmyhloud^ 
Flies to the woods ! a hermit-saint ! 
She loaths her patches," pnis^ and paint, ; 
Dear diamonds from her neck are torn: 
But Humour, that eternal thorn, . ^ 
Sticks in her lieart: "She'is hurry'd still, 
^Twixt her wild passions' and her will : 
Haunted and hagg'J Where-e*er she rove^f 
By purling stream^,' and silent groves, 
Or with htT /«ries or her love*. 
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Tlien our own native land we hate. 
Too cold, too windy, or too wet ; 
Change thci thick cHiuate," and repair 
To France or Italy for air; 

Jn vain we change, in vara we fly : 
jO, Sylvia, mount the whirling sky. 
Or ride upon the featherM wind 
In vain : if f his diseased mind 
Clings fast, and stili sits close behind* 
Faithful disease, that never fails 
Attendance at her lady's side. 
Over the desart or the tide. 
On rolling wheels, or flyiUsg sails. 

Happy the soul that vir^je shows 
To fix the place of her.reppse, 
Needless to move ; for she can dwell 
In her old grandsire's hall as welU 
Virtue that never loves to .roam, 
But sweetly hid^s hersdf at >home« 
And easy on a native thrope 
Of humb{e (^rf aiits gently down. 

Yet should tumultuous storms arise; 
And mingle earth, and seas, and skies. 
Should the waves swell, and make her ro^ 
Across the line, or near the pole. 
Still she^s at peace ; for well she knows • 
To launch the stream that duty shows 
And makes her, home where'er she goes. 
Bear her, ye seas, upon your fcreasf. 
Or waft her, winds, from East tq Vpst 
On the soft ai^; she cannot find 
A couch so easy as her mind. 
Nor breathe a climate half so kinj). 



axr LYRIC POEMS, Book IL 

To JOHN HARTOPP, Esq. 

{(Now SIR JOHN HARTOPP, Bart.^ 

Casimire, Book L Ode 4» Imitated. 
Five jucunda tnetuem juventa, &c* 

July, 170cm 

I; 

LIVE, my dear Hartbpp, live to day. 
Nor let the son look down and say, 
'* Inglorious, here he liesV' 
Shake off vour ease, and send your name 
To immortality and fame. 
By every hour that flies. 

Youth's a soft scene, but trust her not; 
Her airy minutes, swift as thought. 

Slide off the slipp'ry sphere ; 
Moons with their months make hasty roundj^ 
The sun has passM his vernal bounds* 

And whirls about the year. 

III. 

Let folly dres« in green and red. 
And gird her waste with flowing gold. 
Knit blushing roses round her bead, 
Alas ! the gaudy colours fade. 

The garment waxes old. 
Hartopp, mark |he withering rose. 
And the pale gold bow dim it shows! 

IV. 

Bright and lasting bliss below 
is all romance and dream ; 
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Only ttie joys celestial flow 

In aa eteraai streamrv 
The pleasures that the smiling day 

Wkh large right-hand bestows^ 
Falsely her left conveys away^ 

And shuffles in our woes. 
So have I seen a mother play. 

And cheat her silly child; 
She gave, and took a toy away^ 

The infant cry'd and smifd. 

V. 

Airy Chance, and iron Fate 

Hurry and vex our mortal state,. 

And all the race of ills create ;. ' 

Now fiery joy', now sullen grief. 

Commands the reins of human lifev 

The wheels impetuous roll; 
The harnest hours and minutes strive. 
And days with stretching pinions. drive..^«.«« 

•••••••down fiercely on the goaU 

VI. 

Not half so fast the galley flies,. 

O'er the Venetian sea. 
When sails, and oar.^ and laboring skfef 

Contend to make her way. 
Swift wings for all the flying hours 

The God of time prepares. 
The rest lie still yet in their nest 

And I7QW for future year«« 
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To THOMAS GUNSTON, E^q. 

1700. • 

Happy Solitude. 

Casimlre, Book \\\ Ode 12. Imitated. 

I. 

THE noisy world complains of rae 
That I should shun thefr sight and 9ee> 
Visits, and crowds, and coittpatiy, 
Gunston, the lark dwells in her neSt 
Till she ascends the skies ; 
And in my closet I could rest 
Till to the heavens I rise. 

II. 

Y^' they will urge, " This private life 
«* Can never make you blest, 
«* And twenty doors are still at strife 
" T* engage you for a guesr.'* 
Friend, should the towers of Windsor eft Wlittehall 
Spread open their invrtrof gates 
To make my entertainment gay i 
I would ol?ey the royal call. 

But short should be my stay. 
Since a diviner serviee waits 
T* employ my hours ai^ home» andbetiEer fintAie iiay. 

III. 
When I within myself retreat, 
I shut my doors against the great; 
My busy eye-balls inward roll. 
And there with large survey I see 
All the wide theatre of Me, 
And view the va;rloa$ scenes of my retiring soulf 
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There I walked o'er the mazes I hJive trod 
Whiie hope and'fe^r are In a doubtful scrifey 

Whether this Opera of life 
He aaed well co gain the Plaudit of my God. 

iv. 

There's a day kastVwg, (*ris an awful day !) 
Whea the great Sovereign ish^Il at large revieW 

All th^c we speak, and ail we do, 
Theseveriil part$ we act on this wide $tage bfclay^ 

These he approves, and those he blames. 
And crowns perhaps.a porter, and a prince he damns* 
'O if the Tuage from his tremenddu^ seat 

Shall not condemn what I have done; 

I shall be happy though unknown. 
Nor need the gazing rabble* nor the shouting street* 

V 

I hate thfe glbty, triehfl, thlt springf 
Fron^ vul^r breath, i>nd empty sQtuidi. 
Ftae mouhtsher upward wttha flatt'riiig ^e 
Upon hec airy wmgs, ' 
TiU E|^vy shoots', and Fame receives the wound ; 
Then her flagging pinions fail, 
I>own glory falls and strikes the ground. 
And brfcaks her batttfr'd Wmbs: * '^ 

Rather 1^ me be quite (rondeal^d frbm Ftn^ > 
How happy I $heuld lie. 
In sweet obscurity, 
Nor ^he load \^orId pirbnbunce my llitl&nsttael 
Here J could live and die atone ; 
Or If -society be dUfe 
To keep our ctti^te of pleasure new, 
Guiistoh rd live and die With ybu. 
For both <)ur sbuis dte one. 
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Here we could sit dnd pass the hoarl* 
And pity kingdoms, and their kings, 
•And sjnrl'eMat all their shining things^ 
Their toys ofstate, and. images of power ?« 
Virtue should dwell within our seat. 
Virtue alone could make it sweet, « 
(Toi;. is herself secure, but in a close retreiir.^ 
While she withdraws from public praise* 
Envy perhaps woiild cease to rail; 
Ehvy^hself may innocently gaze 
At beauty in a veil: 
But if she once advance to light. 
Her charms are lost iii Envy*s sights 
And virtue stands the mark of universal spited 
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, To JOHN HARTOPP. Esq;. 

. CivSw SIR yOHN HARTOPP,' Sart.y 

The Dizain. 

i-. ^ .. , 

HARTOPV, f lover the son! th>t dareg^ 
'Tredd the tempiatkm of hiS' year? . , 

Beneath his youthful feet r: « 

Fleetwood, and all the heav'nly'Hne "^^ 
Lodkf thro* the stars and smile-df vine 

Upon an gir. so.; great. 
Young Hartopp knows this noble tbeme;^ > 
That the wim scenes of busy life, 7 

Th' noise»' th' amusements, and the strlfei; 
Are but the visions pf the night. 
Gay phantoms of delufive llgbt^. 

Or a vexatious dreaqi. 
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- , • • • . 

II. 

l^lesli 1$ ihe.Vllest and .ib^..le?s,t , 

Ingredient of our frame : . 
We're born to live abov.e the beast. 

Or quit the manly namp. . \ . : : 

JPleasiires of sense we leave for boysi 
B^ sliining dust the Miser's food ; ' 
Let fancy feed pn fame arid noise> 
Souls must pursue diviriier joys. 

And seize th' immortal Good* 
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To MITIO, MV FklBTSfD, 

' AN £Pii5TLE4 

fOkGIf^ ^e<i M mo, that there should be anf 
^oriifjing lines in the folh.wtng poems, inscribed ta 
you so soon after your entrance into tb^t state, which 
was designed for the bomplet^st happiness on earth: 
But you will, quickly discover^that -the muse, in the 
first poem, o^ly f^epresenti the shades and dark coU 
ours that melancholy throws upon love, and the so* 
cial yfe* In the second, perhaps she indulges her 
> ^wn brdght ideas a fittle. Tet^Jfthe accounts are 
but well balanced at last, and things set in a due 
light, I hope there is no ground for censure, fiere 
you 4^411 find an attempt made to talk of one of the 
most important Concerns of human nature in verse^ 
and that with a solemnity becoming the argument • 
t have banished grimace and ridicule, that persons 
9f the mmt serieus character may read without of^ 
ftnce. \fnat was written several years ago to your^ 
self is Mfw. permitted to entertain the world; but 
you may assume it to yeUrself as a private enter-' 
tainment still^wbik you He ooncealed behind a feign* 
ed 9ame* 
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LYRIC POEMS, 



Book IL 



The Mdurhlr^ Pi^cci' * • ^ 

LIFERS a long tragedy: This^glbbe the stage/ 
Well fix'd ami well adorn' d^ with strong machiae^ 
Gay fields, and skfe^, and seas : T&e actors many;- 
The ploc immi^nse : A' flight of demons sit 
On every sailing cloud with fatal purpose: 
Andshoot across the scenes ten thousand arrows^ 
Pefpetual and unseen, headed with pahf^ 
Wlih^sotrow, fafiuny, disease, and deadi. 
The^pbiitted plagues fty silent thro* the air 
Nor tw£|,{?gs*c}i& bld^v, yet spre wfi 4^ep tlie wo(iq£. 

rWanthe acts he? ln«le pgf o atone,. 
Nur, wishes an associate. Lo, she glides 
Single rhfo' ali'th^ srorm, and more sei;ii»ref 
Xe^s.are herdwiger^^ and ^ hr^sc r^ceiMey 
Tfje fewest darts. *^13ut, 0»f lovM MarUla^ 
My sister, t>nce my fidemf, (wntltft crieO 
How mucir art thom.exp6s*di Thy gro wiag soot 
t)oubiediri'wecilock,.niultipJy*d Ip. cfaUdreij;, 
Stands but rhe brdaderiaarkfor aN the iniscbiefs^ 
That rove prbmiscooits o*ier the mortailstage ;, ., . 
Cliiidren, tUfo^e dear young limb^, those tendeisesT 
•■ ' • pieces* .M . ,' ., ... ,: ..,^, 
Ofyour own ffesh, tho^a li wte t}tfaer scil ves, • 
'How they dihte the hearrtoividetdimohsioiu^ 
And soften every ftbri^to improve 
The mother's sad capaci£y<)f pain .► . ... 
I ino urn FideHa too ; thoiigh Kearveh ftas chost . 
A favorite niiatefofliinsofallher^ex .. ) 

Tlje pride artd flower r J4t>wbr(estithc loVelypak^ 
BeyoniJ expression, }f weilinlngledslpves ; 
And woes well mitigiedcpttld improve our biiss^! 
Amidst' the ru«g5&d ewes of i|ife,BeHold. .. . 
The father and the husband ; flattering namesy ^ 
rhac spread his title, audetUarge his share 
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*Tif cotmtion wretchecJness. IfetoncJly hopes 

* To multiply:his joys; but ev'ry hour 

* Renews the disappointtitem and the smart. 

* There not a wound affljctstWmeanest joint 

* Of his fair partneV, or her infant-tfain, 

* (Sweet babesl)'butpiercesco his inmost soul. 
•Strange is fty power,0 Love! what num'r9us veins/ 
^ And arteries, and arms, and hands, tind.eyes;, 

* Are link'd and fast^n'd to a lover's heart, 

* By strongbut secret ^rihgs : with vain attempt 
^ We put the Stoic on^fln vain we try \ 

* To break the t^es of nature and ofblood ; 

* Those hidden thread/ »nainta5n the dear comraunlon 

* Inviolably firm^ their thril ling inbtions 

* Reciprocal give'er)diess sympattiy 

* In all the bitters and the sweets of irfc. 

^ Thrice happy m^n»Sf pleasure only knew ' 

* These aveijues of Ipve to reach out souls, 
^ And pain had never fpVnd 'em'}' 

» , . ' ' '• .".'■' ' ' 

» ■ , 

Thus sung th e tunedil Matd, fearfurto trj 
The bold expferim.ent. , Oft Daphiiis came, '^ 
i\nd 6ft Narcissus, rivals oFherh;earr, 
Jyuring her ly^es with tnfles dipt in gold, 
And gay the silken bondage. Firm ishe stood 
And bold repuU'd ;he bright temptation still, ' 
Nor put the chains on ; dangerous to try; ' 
AndhardtobedissqlvM. Yetrlsing. tears 
Sat on her eye-licj5, while her numbers flbw^'d' 
Harmonious sorrow ; and the pityingdrops 
Stole down het cheeks, ^o mourn the hajiless stata 
^)f mortal love. Love, thoube^tblessing'i'ent 
To soften jife', and make our iron cares '^' 

Easy: But thy own cares ofsofter kind 
Give sharper wddn^s: They lodge too near the hearty 
Beat, like the pulse, perpetual, and create ■ ' 

A straoge uneasy sjence, a temj^ting.pam. 
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Say, my com panion Mrno, speak sincere, 
(For thou art learned now) what anxious th6u|;ht/^ 
What kind perplexitiestuniultuous rise, ' -^ 
If but the absence of a day divide 
Th^e frptn fhy fair beloved ! Yain'^ snifles 
Th^ cli^erful^uri, and night; With Radiant eye^ 
TwiqlflesinVain: The region of thy soul "^ 
Is darkness, till t^y better star appear. 
TTell me, iivhat toit, what tbriDent XO sustain ■ ' 
The rolling burden of the jfedious houts? ' 
The .tedious h oiirs are ages. Fancy roveiB 
Restless ip'ftJrid enquiry,'nqr believe 
Clarissa safe : crarissa,in whose life ' 
Thy life consists, and'in her comfort thinet, ' ' 
year and surmise put oh a'thoqsand forms ' ■ 

Of dear disquietude, and round thine ears 
Whisper ten thtousand^apgers, endless woe^a. 
Till thy frame shudders at her fancy'd death ; ' 
TJjen dies my Mmo, and h is blood creeps col d 
Thro* every yejn.. ' Sfje^k^doies Ae §;r|inger^mui&^ 
Cast happy guesses at the iinkno\vn passion,^- * 
Qr has she fabled all P Infprm me. Friend^ 
Are half thy joys^sincere ; thy hc^es fulfill'<^ 
bi frustrate i Hfere commit thy sejcret griefs ' 
To faithful ears> and be they huryM here 
In friendship and obUvion ; lest they spoil 
Thy new-born pleasures with distastelul gall. 
Nor let thine eye too greedily drink Ifi . / . 
The frightful prospect, when untiinelydeat^ 
Shall n^ke vile inroads on a parent's hearty , , 
And his ticjar. offspring to thp. cruel grav^ 
Are dragg'ij in sad succession, while his sq|UI 
Is torn away piece-meal : Thus dies the wretck 
A various death, ^nd frequent, ere he quit * . 
The theatre, and makes hi§ ^jp// final. 

But if his dearest half, his^ faithful mate - 
Survive, and in the sweeusls^ddt^\.^vt4 
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js^f love and grief, approach with trembling hand 

^o close his swimming ey«s, wbardouble pangs, 
Wltat racks, what twinges rend his heartstrings off, 

:From the fair bosom of that fellow-dove 
He leave^behind to mourn ? Whatjeaious cares 
Hangon his parting sonl to thinlc his love 

s^xpos'd to wild oppression, andtbeiherd * 
Of savage men F So parts the dying turtle 
"With sobbing accents, with su(:h sad regret 

^Leaves his Jtind feathered mate : The widow bUtt 
'^S^anders in lonesome 8hades,r£brgets her fbpd« . . ^' 

tForgets her life; and falls a speedlerpr^y \ 

^?ro talonMTauIcdns, and the croqkedti^eak 

HDf hawks athirst for blood...., 
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.1THE SECOND part: OTV* 

, IThe Bright Fision, 

THU^far the mnisejin tinaccustom'd mooiS, 
And strajns urrpleasing to a lover^s ear, 
^ndulg'ti a gloom of thought : and thus 'Se sang 
Partial; for Itfi^limchol/s hateful form 
"Stood by ini sable rqbe: The pensive muse 
Surveyed thedatksorae scenes of life, and sought 
Some bright.relievfng gtiinpse, some cordial ray 
In the fair woMd of love: ' but while she gaz-'d 
Delightful on the state of twin bom souh' 
United, bless'd, the cruel shade applyM . 
A dark long tube, and a false^tinctut-'d g1a»c 
Deceitful ; blinding love aaid life at om>e 
In darkness, chaos, and cibe common mass 
Of misery: Now Urania feels thacWta ' 
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And brealcs ttie heated optic in disdaia^- 
&wift vanishes the sullen form, and \o 
The scene shines bright with bliss ; BehoJd the placa 
Wheffe mischiefs never fiy, cares never come 
With wrinlcled brow, nor anguibb, nor disease, 
Nor malice forKyionguM, On this dear spot, 
MiTio, my love^ would. fix and plant thy station 
To act thy part <>fHfe, serene and blest 
With the &ir ^onwt fit^e4 xp, thy h^aru 

' Sure *il« a visfon of that happy grove 
Where the firstauthors of our mournful race 
Liv*d in sweet'partnershipf ooe hour they iiv*3. 
But chang'd the'ta«t^dblii*(fmprudent pair !) 
For sin, and shame, and tht^ ^ii^ie wiUiterness > 
Of brlf^j^aod ninebundred yearsof ^iti. . ^ 
The wishrag muse new dresses the fair garden 
Amid this di^ser(«world» ^f th. budding bli^a. 
And eveF-green3, and bahos, and 9ow*Ty beauties 
Withouihonedwgyrij^srti?^ io'RrewllciUVCilly dcwi 
Nightly descend ing shall impearl thegrass 
And verdent herbage ; drc^of fiiag^tRcy 
Si ttrembtkig on f he spare's i The spicy vapour j 
Rise with (he dawn, and throiigh theair^diff^yd 

Salute yoUr waking, senses wiihperfiiuje": . ' 
While vijai flaiiik^\vi,ththeifamb^^ ,' 

Renew llfeSpurple ftopd aindfwnca.fi?/, pqre ' 
From vicrous taint ; apd wj?h,ypur innpC^ncQ ' 
Immortaiizetfie sttuctpreof y^Uf clay. 
On this irew paradise the cK)udJe^ sK' e^ 
Shall smil6 perpetual. While th^. lamp ofdajF 
With flaroeiunsnHyV,^^thdfabTed torch 
Of Hymen) measures put your golden M'^r*, 
Along his azufe road. The nuptial moon 
In njilder rays serene, .should nightly rise 
Full orbM (if Heaven 4nd Nature will. indulge. 
So fair an emblem) big. with silver joys. 
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Avi^ still forget her wane, The ffeatliei^d phofr 
Warbling: their Mater's prafse on early wing. 
Or perch'd on evening bough, shall join your worship 
loin yoiir s^eet vespers, aii4 the morning song. 

O sacred symphony! Har^, through the grove 
I hear the spung dtv^ie J I'm 9fl ^^tentlon^ 
^11 ear, all ^^sy; unknown dielightl 
And the fair n^se RCi^clftiui^ ?he h«fv^q,hi^lQW# 

Not the leraphio mhidf of high degree . 
Disdain cpnverse with men: Again returningf 
} see th^ ethereal host on downward witig. 
Lq ! at the eastern gate y4)ung cherubs stand 
Guardians, cpmufi istjon -d to convey their joys. 
To earthly lovers. Go, yel^ppiy nair^ . 
fjo taste thei^banqm^t, learn |he uobler pleasuces 
Supernal, and frany brutal dra^<i refined. . 
Ilaphael shall teach th«e, Fvteiidi exalted thoughts 
And intel1ec«uaJ bliss. ^Twa^ Raphael^tight . . 
I'he patriarch of our progeny Th' affairs 
Of Heayen : (So Milton sings, enlightened bard! 
Nor mi^s'd his eyes, when in subltmest scr4wir 
The angers great narration he repeats 
To Albion's sons high favoured.) Tho« shaltJeafiti 
Celestial lessons Irqm his awfbl t6ngue ; 
And with soft grace and interwoven loves 
(Grateful digression) all his words rehearse 
To thy Clarissa's ear, and chjirm her souU 
Thus with divine discourse, in shady bqw^; 

Of Eden, Qur first Father entemain'd 
Eve his sole auditres s; ^nd deep dispute 
With conjugal caresses on her Up 
Solv'd easy,' an Sabstr^isest thoughts reveaI*dL 

Now the day wears apace, now Mmo corner 
Frotn his bright tHtor^ and finds out his mate* ' 



( » 



TtA. fmHC POEKIS, (Bookfl. 

jBehold the dear asj^ociates seated lo\V 
On^umble turf, with rose aqd myrtle strowM^; 
But high their conferenice ! how self suJSc'd 
jLives their eternal Maker, girt around 
With glories :aruiM with thunders ; ^qd^his (hrottf 
Mortkl access forbids, projecting far 
iSplendors unsuffi^rable and radiant death* 
with revVence and abasemenc deep they fall 
Before*bis sovereign Majesty to pay 
jDue worship : Then his mercy on their soulg 
Smiles with a gentlerray, but sbyeceigri stilly ' 
And ]ead( their meditation a^id discourse . 
Long ages backward, and across.the seas j 
To Bethlehfem of Jiidabf! There the Son^ 
The filial Godhead, characterjexpress 
Of brightness inexpressible, laid by 

His beamy rohe^:and madedesceuttQ eartlv 
tSprung from the sons of Adam he became 
A second father; studious to regain . ^^ 

LostParadise'fqr^men,and^j»ip.baspj|3te^^^^ . : 



Thelovers wifK indearment matnal thw 
Promiscuous talk'd,i»Dd questions intricate . 
His iljatilyjucJgmemitiirTesoly'd, and still 
Held her attention fix'd: she musing ^ajt 
On the sweet mention of incarnate love, . 
Till rapture wak'd her voice to softest strains ' . 
•She sarfjr the Infant God ; (mysterious theme I) . 

• How vile his. birth-place, and his cradle vile i 

• The ox and ass his mean compaaions ; there 

• In habit vile, the shepherds flock around, 

• Saluting the great mother, and adore 

• Israel's anointed King, the anoimed helc 

• Of the creation. How debas'd he lies 

• Beneath,bis. regal state; for thee, my MmOf 
< Debas'd m servile form ; but angels stood 

/Ji/iaijrViu^f ound tl^eir chargo with folded win|;s" 
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f Ob^equiony, tho* unseen ; while liKbtsome hoill| 
f FulfiU'd ibe day, and the grey evening rpse. 
f Then the fair guardians hovering o*er bis head 
f Wakeful all night, drive the fbul spirits far, 
f And with their fanning pinions purge the air 
f Froo) busy phantoms, from infectious damps, 
f And impure taint ; while their ambrosial piumei 
f A dewy sJurob^r on his senses shed. 
f Alternate hymns the heavenly watchers spng 
f Melodious, soothing the surrounding shades, 

* And kept the darkness chaste and holy. Then^ 
t Midnight was charm*di and all her gating eyof 

f Wpndef d to see their mighty Maker sleep; • 
? Behold the gipomsdisperje.jthe rosy inor^ 

* Smiles in the East with eye-lids opening fair, 
f But not so fair as thine ; O I could fold thee^ 

* My young Almighty, ray Creator-Babe, 
!* Foreverlu these arms ! Forever dwell 

* Upon thy lovely form with gazing joy, 

* And every pulse should beat Seraphic loVe ! 

f Around my seat should crowding cherubs come '. 

^vyithstytftambition, zealous to attend ^ 

f Their (^rince, and form a beay*2i bellow (be skyi»f 
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• Forbear, C1aris$a; forbear the thoiighc . 
f Of female fondness, and forgive the man 

* That interrupts such melting harmony !' 
ThusMiTio; and awakes her nobterpowera . 
To pay just worship to the sacred King, . , 
JESUSy the God ; nor with devotion pure . .. : . 
Mix the caresses of her softer sex ; 

rvain blandishment) « Gome, turn iWne.eyesafide 
*From Bethle'em, and climb up the doleful steep 

* Of bloody Galvary, where naked skulla 

* Pave the sad road, and fright the traveller* 

* Gan my beloved bear to trice the feet 

* Of her Redeemer panting u^ tVxe^e^ 
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^ Hard bprdenM f Can thy heart attend his cross 9 

• Nair<i to the-croel wood, he groans, be dies, 

• For thee he-dies ! Betteath thy sfris and nJine 

• (Horrible load J)^^^ sinless Savloiir groans 

• And in fierce anguish pf his\SDirt expires! 
' Adoring aQgels pry with beiiding head 

• Searching the deep contrivance, and admire 

• This ififiqite de«i|^. Hepe peace U niade 

• Twixt Oqd the Soy^reij^, and the rebel ifian i 

• Here Satsin p^erthrpwii with afli his hosts 

• In second ruin r^g^$ at^d despairs ; 

• Mali9e«s€lf despaips, The captive prey 

• Lpng h«Jd in slavery, hopes a sweet release, 

• And Adanv^sruin'd oflfe'pfing shall reMive, , * 
^ Thus raqspm'dflrptB the mcdy jaws of d)eatb;^ 

The fair disciple heard ;. hcrpassions ipove 
Hartnpt^ious to the great discourse, ejad breathe . 
RefinM devotion; wbil^tie^^inilest'ofloye. 
Repay her tiaotef, |k)th with'ben4^i knee? . 
Read o^mbe cbven^nt ofeti^tpniU lifi^' 
Brought down tomcn ; seaiy by.thesaor^ Three 
Jn heavaiiV and seafdjcm earth witbiGod*s ownbl^9.d| 
Here they unite their names again, and sign 
Thos^ peac^efql articles. (Hail, blest co-heir^r 
Ceiesrial ! i^e siiftH grbmqftnSinly agi^, 
^nd spite of earth andltell^ln s^asou di^^ 
Possess the fair mheritaiiee above.) » 
With joy oua admiratitm they survey : . 
The gospel treaiutei. bj^ui te^ unseen- 
Ly mortal eye^ by. imn^i^&rtihbearp. 
And unconceiv'd by thoaghf : Riches divine 
And hbnbrs whi^h tbe aim Ighty Fathcrr God : 
Pour'd lyjth iiadiense p3:of u tion on his Son, 
High Treasurerof he'aVenl The Son-bestows 
The life, the love, the blessinjr, arid the joy ' 
Oj3 bankrupt mortals, who believe and love 
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His name. * Tbpn, my Clarissa, all is thine* 

* And Ehiae» my Mmo, the fair saint repilies. 

* Life, death, ttie world below, and worlds on higb^ 

• * ^ Aqrd place, t^nd time, are ours ; and tbing^^ to came, 

* And pas(, and prafent, for our in teresr stands 

* Firm in our mystic Head, (he title sure. 

^ 'Tis for Qtir health and swecjt refresbmenty ^wbila 

* We sojourn strang^$ hereyche fruitful earth 

' * Bears plenteous ) and levplving seasons still 
, * Dress b^rv^stglob^e in yajriouso^n^menc. 

* For us this cheerful siin and cheerful lighc 

* Diurnal shine. This blue expanse of sky 
^ Hangs.a rich canopy above oiir beads 

* Covering our slumbers, a! 1 with starry gold 

* Inwrought, when night alternates her return, 

* For us time wears bis wings oat : Nature keeps 

* Her wheels in motion ; atki her fabric staiKls, 

* Glorioqs beyond our ken of mortal sight 

* Are now preparing, aild a' mansion fhir ^ 

* Awaits us, where the saints unbody'd live. 

•* Spirits teleasM from oky, and purg'd from sins 

* Thither our beans with most incessant wish 
*Pq(Ittog^asrpHre; When sh#ll that tieareft hour % 

* Shine ^od rel&d^p us? benqe, and bear us bigfr, 

^ Bear us at once unsovef d to ouif better Ixome/ 



O blest pohtiaWal state! Oba>ppypafr, 
Envy'd by yet unsocIateds&uU 
Who seek their faithful twins I Your pleasures risc^ 
Sweet as the mom, advancing as ih^ day. 
Fervent as glorious noon, serenely caim 
As summer evenings. The vile sonsofearch 
Grovellin^r in dnstwith all their noisy jars 
Restless, shall hiterrupt yotirjoys no more 
Than barking am'mals afirigbt the-raoon 
Sublime, and riding iiihermidnigbt way. 
Friendship and love shall undistingnishMcei^ 
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&eT all your passions with unrivaU'd sway 

{Mutual and everlasting: Friendship know^ 

No property in good» but al 1 things common 

That each possesses, as the light of air - ^ 

In which we breath and live : there^s not one thought 

Can lurlc in close reserve, no barriers fik'd^ 

But every passage open as the day 

T6 one another's breast, and inmost mind. 

Thus by communion your delight shall grow. 

Thus streams of mingled bliss swell higher as they ffow 

I'hus angels mix their flame^^ and more divinely gr6Wit 
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I THE THIRD PART! OR,* 

The AccQunt Balanced^ 

I- 

SHOULD Sovereign love before me stah^ii 
;With all his train of pomp and state. 
And bfd the daring muse relate 

His comforts and his cares; , 
MiTio, I would not ask the sand ^ , 
For metaphors t' express th«ir weight, 
Nor borrow numbers from the stars. 
Thy Cares and comforts, sovVeign love 
Vastly out-weigh the sand below 
And to a larger audit grow 

Than all the stars above. 
Thy mighty losses and thy gains 

Are their own mutual measures: 

Only the man that knows thy pain9 
Can reckon up thy pleasures. 
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11. 

* 

Say, Damon, say how bright the scene^ 

Damon, is hatf-divinely blest, 
iLeaning his hand on his Florella^s breast 
"ATithouc a jealous thought, or busy care between z 

Then the s^eet passions mix and sthire*, 

Forella tells thee all her heart, 
Nor can thy soufs remotest part 
Conceal a thought or wish from the beloved fair. 

Say, what a pitch thy pleasures fly. 
When friendship all sincere grows up to ecstacy 
Kor self contracts the bliss, nor vice pollutes the joj"*. 

While thy dear offsping round •thee, sit 
Or sporting innocently at thy feet * 

Thy kindest tlioughts engage: 

Those little images of thee. 

What pretty toys of youth they be> 

And growing props of agel 

IH. . 

Botshort'iseartWyblissf The changing win<f' 

6I0WS from the sickly South, and brings, 
Malignant fev^. pn its suipy wings. 

Relentless death sits close behind : 
New gasping infants, and a wife in tears^ 

With piercing groans salutes his ears. 
Through every vein the thrilling torments rolF^ 
. WHite nvteet and bitter are at strife^ 

In those dear miseries of life. ' 
Those cemJerest pieces of his bleedfog souf. 

The pleasing sense' of love awhile, 
Mixt with the head-ach may the pain beguire. 
And make a feeble fight: 
- Till sorrows like a gloomy dehi^e rise. 

Then every smiling passion dies. ^ 

And hope alone, with walteful eyes. 
Darkling and solitary waits the slow returning Hghn 
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IV. 

Here ttidn let itiy Anibitfon restp 
May i be modetacely blest. 
When I the laws of love obey : 
l>et but my pleasure and my pain. 
In equal balJinCe eVer reign. 
Or mount by tarns and sink ftg^afn^ 
And share just measures of alternate sW&y^ 
So Damon lives, arid ne'er complains i 
Scarce can we hope diviner scenes^ 
On this dull stag:e pf chiy 5 
The tribes beneath the Nort^erii Bear 
Submit* to dadcness half the Vear». 
Since half ch'e year is day. , 
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I 

ON Tlifi DEATH OF 

Tk DUks t>f GiouceiiiK ji^^i »fi^ - 

r 

Mr. DftYDEK. 

i7oc^ : 

ANEFIGRIAM. 

D^YDpN is dead; Drydeii alone eould sing 
' The full-gioMrn f Icnries of a fulufe king. 
Now 1j^e*ster dies: Thus lesser hecoestiw - 
By that immofieahbreath ilhRt poets g:tv^ v 
iVnd scarce t^cetvetbefliuse : but WilHatii stancby 
Nbr asks hi^honoursfroflft the -poet's bands, . 
William shall sbhie wUhoat a Bryden's pnus^y 
His laurels are ootigntfted <tfk thebays. 



An Epigram ^/MAjiTifju to Cirinu5. 

Skfya tirini,^ ^r<^«^f ett^rammata yulg^ 
Ui inecum possis^ &c. 

INSOlTBEp Td 

Mr. jbsiAH HORT. 

M0\7' tOftO BiSBOF OF KXLMORB IN IS.ELAN9. 

SO snioQtb ydur llambers, friend, your verse 90 
sweet, ' 
So .sharp the jest, and yet tbe turn so neat. 
That with her Martial Rome would pliace Cirine, 
Rome would prefer your sense and thought to mine* 
Yet modest, you decline the public stage. 
To fix your friend alone amidst th* applauding age. 
So Maro did ; the mighty .Map sings 
In vast heroic notes of vast ^leroic thlngi 
And leaves the ode to dance upon hi^Flaccus strings* 
He scornM.tb daunt the dear Horatlon lyre 
Thoujf^ his bra,ve genius flisI^M Pindaric fire. 
And athis will could silence all the Lyric quire. 
So to his Yarjus.he resign *d the praise 
Of the t>foud ' boskih and the tragic bays. 
When Tie could thonder with a loftier vein. 
And litii; of ^od^ and heroes in^ a bolder straiiu 

A'handsoine tre^t, a piece of gold or so. 
And compI)[iiiexixs^ will every friend bestow; 
Rarely a Yir^il, a Cireije we meet. 
Who lays his laurels at inferior feet. 
And yield^i the tepderest point of hooour, Wic 
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EFISToiA * " 

Fratrt suo dttecto R. fF. L W. S. P, D. 



RURSUM tua%^ amende Prater^ accept Uuras^ 
toditn fortasse momenta^ quo mea adte pervenerunt ; 
idemtft^ qui to scribtntem viditdt^^ ^€wik fdepistol^ 
are munus excifovit Calamum ; noH inane est infer 
nosfra^ernum nomen^unicus enim spiritus not in tut 
animat\,agitque^& Concordes in ambobus efficit motus r 
uNnam cre^a^ ii^dmr&, vigescat mutua cbaritas :l 
faxit^ Deus, ut amor $ui nostra incenddt & defacet- 
fectaroy tune etenim &! aitemispurae amicitia flam- 
mis et*ga nt^s invi'cem Divinum in madum ardebimus ^ 
comempkmur Jcsum noserum^cosjeste: iUud &,. ^doi anr 
dum exemplar cbaritatiSm. IJJeest% 

^UI quondam atemo .defapsus afe aetterevuTtuf 
Xj^lnduic huraanos, ut posset corpore nostras 
(HeiT misera$)5ufF^re. vices; sponsoris otIiVic 
Munia, & in sese tabuls maledicta Minacis 
Transtulfty &.$celens pcenas bominisque reacum*. 



> 1 ■ 1 ' > 



Ecce jace ^eaertits trainl, ^iffu^us in terbam 
Integer, innocuas, versus,, sua sidera palms^ ]' 
£t placidam ai;ioJ(bip%\mlii^l99^c ad oscuia jpmh 
Ampiexus solitosve ; areas nadatus aihictn 
Sidereos, & spot^te j^ioum patefactus ad Iras 
Numlnis armati. Palter, hfc tnfige*'sagittas', 
** Hsec, ait, iratiim sorbebunt pecibra terfum, 
** Abfuat sethereus mortalia crimitt^ sanguis. 



■'•f 



Dixit, & borrendnm fremuere tonitrua cila? ^ 
Infensusque Deus: (quem^am posuisse patemani 

i f I • < i II I 
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Masa queri ve)Jet,nomen, sed & Ipsa fragoreg 
Ad tancos pavefacta silet,) jam dissllit seiher, 
^ndunturque fores» ubf duto carcere refnat, 
Jra, & poenatum thesauros mille coerCet, 
Inde ruunt gravidi vesano sulpbure nimbi, 
Centuplicisque volatit concorta vohimina flamm» 
in caput imm^rftqm; diro hie sub'poride^re pressus 
Ilestac, compressor duthque arddns explicac anui 
•Pdrdureo vestes tincca? sudors madescunt, 
Nee tamen infapdo vindex regfna labor! 
Segnfus ihcumblt, sed lassos increpat ignes 
Acriter,'& somho langiienifem'T^uscitai f ensem: 
•' Surge, age; divinum pete pectus, & imbue sacro 
•* Flumine mucronem ; vdshinc, mea spicula, late 
" Ferrea per totum dispergite tormina Christum^ 
*• Immensum toierare valet ; ad pondere pcen® 
** Sustetanda homineiti suffutciet incoia Numea* 
*^ £t tu sacra deca3 legum> violata tabella, 
** Ebibe vindictam ; Tasta saiiabere cfcde, 
^ MortaKs tul(»« ^ensabtt dedecus ingens 
** Permisctts Deitate cruor. ■* 

Sic fata, Immitl coiitorquet vijlueffe dextrt 
Bflaniatque sinu»; sanctt penetralia cordis 
Panpuntur, ssevis avidus dolor invoUt alis* 
Atque audax mentdm scrutator, & illia mprdet^i 
Inceria servator $ ovat, victorque doloris 
Eminet, lliustri 1 1 perfusus membra cruore» 
Exulcatque miser fieri; nam fortius ilium 
Urget patris honos, & nbn vincenda volupta^ 
Servandi miseros sontes:. O nobilis ardor 
Poenarum ! O quid non mortalia pectora' cogis 
Durus amor? Quid non celestia? 



* Luke xxii. 44. t -^ech. xiti. 7- '^ 

S Col. ii. 15. 'tt ^^^ ^>V.*>^ ^ 



■» 
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jldtuhid^tpBantatia^ vanescanrim/fgtms ; nesctot 
quomeprqripuit ofhens mUsai yolui quatuor lineas 
pedibusasMn^ere^&ecce! numerl crescunf in fW" 
inensum : dumqueconcitato genio lax^i^i ftatia, ve* 
reor nejuvenllis impetus tbeohgiaf9 talent ^ ^ audax 
mmts tmaginatio. tieri ailata eitai me eplstola in-' 
dicans mat rem mejlmcule %e habere^ Ucet ignis fehri' 
lisnonprorsm d^serUtt m^ortale eju^ dothicitium^ Plu^ \ 
ra vo/uf, seJ'turgidi^crescentes versus noluerepulra: 
& coarctarunt scriptionis fifties. J^aleamhef rater ^, - 
iSin studii pktatis &' artis medteaitrf^um dtt^ ; 
cur re • ' > 

Datum tL musxo m^ Londlni kv»> Eateui)*' 
Febr. Anno salutis cioi3CXciti» 



Fratrk E. . yf. olm navigmurt^i* 

f Feirx, pedo prospero' 
X I fjrater,..ttabe pui^a 
Sulces 2^<^Qji coprula ' , 
Pandas Carbasa fladbus 

Suae ttitt) xt&\i\fx\ sjpr ... 
cJn te ittonstra natantia? 
Ponti. caroiiyor® mcpla; .; . 
Pfaed'et)tur lat^. naufi-a^a- 

Fratr^mdiunidlwrnei^: .'.^^ 
Salyuro fef per inhospfw' 
Pohii regtta^'pe^ avios ' ' 
Tractusy & liquldum chao9» 

■Ijtecu^ SQibeaL horn'da^ 

Syrcis, nee scopulus minasr 
^umpac'roboreoDii latus* ;: / 
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Antenn«; & *epby;i teves 
Dent portura placidum libi. 
'•4S!r,^til ilQmlnd, qui vagifi 

Et s«vtim'&o*eam.d©mis* ' 
Dafratri faciies vias. 
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A«- kEveMNfitm vntmi 
Dm, :jQHANNEIVr PINHORNE. 

riDUM ADQLESCENTIiB MEiB PR^^CBPTOREM* 

Pindarici Carminis Specimin^ i6^ 

ET te, Plnhortl, ttiufa Trisantica 
Salucat ardens discfplilam cuatii 
Grate frateri : nunc Athenas, 

Nunc Latjlis p€t a'moenitatesr 
Tuto pertrfiM^ te rfecolit ducem,- * 
Te quondam tenerps & Ebraia per asf^era gressns 
Non dura duxfsse manu. 
Tuo patescunt lumine Thespi! 
Campi atque ad arceoi Pieridon iter: 
£n altus assurgens Momerus 
Arms Deosque vifo$qiie Mfscena 
Occufot JBtherto A Famassi cuhtten : Hosefl 

ImmensoS'Stupeo nanes»..«»..« ••- 

Te, Maro, ditlce casketos syivas, te bella sonantem 
Ardua, da veniam tenni veoeriure camoena; 
Tusque acclpias, Thebane races 
Debiia tbura ]yrae 
Vobis^ magna v(\z% J clarisslffla nomina semper 
Scrinia nostra patent, & pectora nostra patcbnnr, 
<^uuni miht cunque levem concesserit Qtia Sa horan 
Divina Mosis pagina. 
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• • •• . • . ,. 
II. 

Flaccus ad hanc i»aaemponatur,at ipt^trpiiulendA* 
Deponat veneres : venm sed* purifsSf in^oa^ 
Ut te collandem^ dum nordi^i & mala tuttra • . 
Ablucus, Venusme, canis ridesve« Reci$a2 . 
Hac lege accedanc Satyxus JuyetjgM^t ^XWi : .. 
Terrores vitiorum. At long cccus abesset 
Periftls« obscurosvacesii nisi luiiiuiA_ckcum- 
-fusa, forent, Sphingisque asnigmaca,, Bonde, scfdisf^ec^ 
Graade sonam, Seneca fuli^eiu^^idisque cothurni 
PomfMi Sopho.clei'CalsQ'ponancur eodfja 
Ordine, ^imfibaba^ ^itnol hos amplectar b n&is* 

Tuto, poeo^ tata habiiaWtis : ',:.-. 

Pieces abac93 : improba tinea . 
(M)ii£,, nee aiidac^iEeya casVas 
Artingere biattse cftmoenas. 
At til renidens /«^a> epjgraoimatupi. 
FaTago inertuib* stercoris unpii. 

Sentfna fsetens, Martialis, 
' In barachrunv relegandus imum • 
Aufuge, & hinc 4iecum raplas Cat^Uasi^ 
InsuJ^fi ipallem^ naribi^, auribus . 
Ingrata castis cdrmink, {jk; Improbi^ 

Spureos I^asoni^ axnores* 

III. 

■ I. 

Nobtlis extreme gradrens CaledoiHS ab' am 
En Bdchimanus adest* Divint PsaJtis imagi9 
Jessiads salveto:. pocen&seu niiministfraa' 
Fulminibus miscere; sacro vei iomiiK; iaeotis 

Fuf^are noctes, vel ckharae sona •• - ^ • 
Sedare ffuctus pectoris.. 
Tn raibi hasrebis comes abulanti. 

Tu Doml ascabis socius peveonb. 



. « <*«>« 
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* Homt Lib. I. Sat. ^^ 
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* 

Seu levi mensae simul assidere 
bignabere, seu lectic«. 5 

Mox recumbeniis vigilans ad aarem 
Aureos suadebis itiire somnos 
Sacra^sopiris superinferens ob- 

livia curia 

Stet juxta * Casimirus, huic nee parcius ignem 
Natura indufsit nee musa armavit alumnum 
♦Sarbivium'rudiore lyra. 
Quanta Polonum levac aura cygnuipt 
t Humana Hnquens (en sibi disvi 
Mmtes recedunf) luxuriaticibus 

Spaciatur in aere pennig 
Seu cu forte virum toHis ad stbera, 
Coi;naK>6ve'tlH:Qno4 & Patcium Polui? 

Visurus consurgis ovans. 
Visum fatigas, aclemqua falliai 
-tDum tuum a looge stupeo volatuni 
O non imicabills ales. 

^ IV. 

. Sarbivli ad ttorten gelida inealet 
Mt^sa, simul totus fervescere 
Sentio, stellatas ievis induor 
Alas & tcrfor in altum 
' ♦ Jam juga .Zionis radens pede 
Elato. inter sidera radens vertica . 
Longe despecto mortalia. 
Qqam Juyac alti$onis volitare per anh^ra penob. 
> £c ridere procul fallacia gaudfd secii 
Terrellsb grandia inania. 
Qua? mortale genus (heu male) deperi> 
O curas hommum meseras! Cano,] 



M* (^asimirut^ Sarbievfski pteta imifftis P«hnis* 
t Oii v. LiB. a. 
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Et mUeris nugas diadematal 
Ventosa? lonis ludjbrl^m. 
En mihi subsldunt terrene a peptpre,fec.^f# 
Gestit & eifrsenis diyinum effundere carffleit 

Mens afflatiL Ded^:*.— • • 

; at vos hvroes &.arn)a 

Et prociil este Dii» ludicra Nutnina.N 
Quid mihi cum ve$ir». pondeff? lancea^ 
Pallas! afutvestris Dipnyse, tbYrsisl 
Ec clava, & anguw, & leo, & tjcrcule$,» 
Et brotura conitru 'fictitii, patris^ 
Abstate a carmine npstro» ^ 

'■ V. ;■• . 

Te, De^M omnfpotens I tc nostra isotiabir JESH- 
Musa, nee assueco ca^iestes Barbft6H iiusu 
Teniabitnumerps. YastisinelimkeNutoenS;: 
Immensum sfno^fege Deara Numerl slnfe Ic'ge jonabtmr^ 

Sed musam magna poliitetitemdettiiuU vigor ^ 
jyhnnB jubare persttlfigitur oculorum acies* En 
labascit pennhy t remit , artitkui^ rmt^.4e9rsum per 
inane atberis^ jacei yi^a^ ohitupescityjiilfft. ,, 

IgnoscaSn Revereritie ^ir, vano conamini ; frag* 
wen hoc rude licet f? impolrtum aqui\boni coffsulas^ 
& gvatitudinis jam diudebita in partem reponau 



m^mmn^ 



Voturn^ $m Fita in terris hekt0. 

AD VIRUM DIGNISSIMUM 

JOHANNEM HARTOPPIOM, B A^n 

1702. 

L 

HARTOPPI eximio steramate nobilis 
Ven3que ingenll divite, s! roge$ 
Quern mea musa beat, 
lile mihi felbi rer & amplhrs. 
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Et similes superfs a^nnos ^\t 

Qui sibi, staficstnls semper adfst sibi. 1 

Hunc.Uonge z, carls mprmlibus 

Imeir ftgros, sylvsaqufi.sUep.ces 
Se musisque suis^ tninqaiUa In pace firQcntfiltt > 

Sol oreas videt & recymbens, . ' : 

tJon su« vulgi faror insolently 
(Plausus insapi tumldui l3ppeni)i 
Mentis ad sacnim peirecrtfbh arceiQ^ 

Feriat licet aethera clamor. ' ' '\ 

Nee ga?a flammans diyiiis lndl«, 
Nee, Tage, vestrse fulgor ^enirfi. 

Ducent lb bbrscura qutete *^ - 

Ad laqpeac radiamis aula^.. • - 

O si daretur stawiit)^ prppHt 
Tractare ftisi p'cilHce pcoprid, 

Atque meum mil)! f^gere fatum; 
Candidus vittt 'c^toi^rfonptrentfs 
Fila nativQ decoraji^i alb'o 

Nori Tyria vitfata'concha* 
Non aurum, non^gentma iiitens, itec'p>ar^^t(;I«^ 
lotertexta forent ii>5?idliOsa me»^ 
Longe a triunjphis, & sonitu tub« ' 
Longe remolofl ti^nsigeretn dies: 
Abstate fasces (spleiidida vonitas} 
£t vos abstate^ cofonse. - 

/ly. ■ . 

Pro meo tectp <*asa sir', salubres 
Captet auroras,, procuitirbls utrd 
-Dwtet a fumov/ugiatque longe -> 

Dura phthisis nxala^ dura tussis. 
Plsplicet Bytsa & friemitu molesto 
turba mercantum;.graiiu6 aJvear 
pemulcet aures murmure» gratius : ; 

Foos jsalientis aqu«. 



tso hXRXCVOZmk BooklL 

. y. •♦,■. ■.-.•' •^*- ' 
LIdgiosa for! me terrene jurgia, leney ■ 

Atf'sylvas propenifl^ xixocas execror arcet 
Erolnus in tuto a tii]giiisM^.^*.««^.<«*.» i 

Bladhnenta anis sksmV sequua odi, ^ 

Valeie, cives, & amoesia' fraudla . ■-. 

Verba; proh moresii &. InaoeLsacsfc 
Nomen amicil r 

• . vr.. •. . . 

Tuque quse nostrf5 iiiltnica.iiiustf' 

Felle facratum vitias^ amoreiOt 
Absis seteruum, diva libidinU 

Et pliaretnttet.pver 51 
. Hioc, btiic, Cupido, fongiias avolsf 

J^n mlM earn foedi:s> .pu»« igrnbus.^. 

JEtherea fervent face pectora. 

Sacra niFhi Venus esc ur^nia, .. . . 

£c javenis Jessasus' aoip.r.9)ihtV. 

• . - ' ' • 

Coelesre carmen (fiecrjBaceatJyr* 

iess«a) lanfs auribus iii5onei^ • 
4ec Watsiani9'e meduili$ 
UUa dies raptec velbora*. 
' Sacri nbelli, delicia^ v^iL, 
El vos^ sodales, semper aknabilea 

Nunc simul adattis* nunc vicissloi^ 
£t fallite csi^dia yki^s, ' 
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To Mrs. SINGER. 

iNo^^ Mrs. ROWE.^ 

•N TUB SIGHT OF SOME OP Hl^R DIVINE POEMS, NEVSa» 

ON the fair banks'of gentle Thames 
i eau'd my harp^ uor did cekstial cbemea 



k 
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.^Uefttse to dance .Bikonjny stjungsk:> ; .«. 
There beneath the evening sky 

1 sung my cares asleep, and raisM my wishes high 

•Td eyerJasiIng' ciifngt. 

Sudden from Albion*s western coast 

Harmonious notes come gUdtng by 
The neighbouring, shephei'ds'fenfeW the stlyer sound; 
** 'Tis Philomeia^s voice the neighbouring sbepherda 

ikt once my strings all silent He, ' . ^^^cry^** 

Ac oflce my fainting muse was lost. 

In the superior sweetness drown'd. 
In vain I bid my tuneful powers unite; 

My soul retir d, and left my tongue, 

2 was all ear, and Plitlomjel9*s spng 
Was gU diyijQe .dgiigbt. 

Now be my barp Ibrever dnmb, 
My muse attempt no more, ^was long ago 
. I bid adieu to mortal things, 7 

To i^recian tales, and wars of Rome, 
*Twas long ago I broke all but th* immortal strings; 
Now thosje immortal strings have.no «mpioy« ^^'^' 

Since a fair angel dwells below. 
To tune the. notes of heaven, and propagate the joy. 

Let all my powers with awe profound 
While Philomela sings. 

Attend the rapture of the sound, ♦ 
And my deyotion rlse^on her seraphic wings* 



END OF THE SECOND BOOK* 
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fCING fFlLLIAM, m 

S^$ died March iibliyou 

BIlfJfeATB ihe$^. bpn,our5 pf a tomb, 
• Gr^jness'in humble ruid IJes: 
(H6W earth confines in. riarrdw room 
What hefoes leave -beneath the shies ?)• 

PreM<k^e, O veoewbl* ^\\9^- .: 
Inviolate thy sacred trust; 
To thy cold arms the British Isle^ 
Weeping, commits her richest dust* 

HI. 

Ye gentlest ministers of Fate, 
Attend the Monarch as he lie.?, 
i\nd bid the softest slumbers waft 
With silken cords to bind his eyes» 



r - 

s 
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• Sadf ed to dfiie Memory of cfe* lkiii; i j^j 

Hest hi$ dear SveOrd beneath hfs Bead 
Koiind him his faifhfiil arms shall stiiidi 
Fix his bright Ensign^ on his h^d^ 
Thd guards and honours of our hdd; 

. -v. . 
Ye Ulster Arts of Paint and Verse, 
Place Albion fainting by bis &ide;^ 
Her groans arising o'er the heirse, ' . . , 
And Belgia sinicing when be dy*d. 

High o'er the grave Religion set 
In solid gold; f^ronOunce cWe grou<ld 
Sacred to bar uaba^lowVt feet» 
And plant ber gUaftdian Virtu^r tonndw 

/ ■ ^ Vlt., 

Fair Liberty in sabl^ drest, 

Write his iov'd name upon, his urn, 

William, the scourge cf tyrants pait^ 

And awe of pNndef yet unh^riii ~ 

Svireet Peace hts sacted relics keep, . 
With olives bioomfng round her h6a8. 
And sxreich her wings. acrjoss the 4eep 
To bless the nations witb' the shade. 

• IX.' 

Stand Oti the ptle^ immoccal Fame^ 
Broad stars adorn thy brightest robe^ 
Thy thousand voices sound iria name : 
la silver acceuts round the globe. 

' ' X.' 
Flattery shall fahrt Tifeneath the "sDund, " 
While hoary Trpfh Iqsp^r^s. tUei songr . , 

Envy grow pale and bite the ground^,. 
And Slander gnaw bet forty tongue. • ' : 



«y4 liYRIC . POfiMtSt Book lit 

XL 

Nigbt di)d the Grave reaiove yoar gloom | 
Darkness becomes the vulgisr dead^ ' 
JBut Glory bids the royal tomb 
Disdain the horrors of a shade. 

Glory with all her lamps shall bum. 
And watch the warriors sleepin^g clay^ 
Till the last tnlmpec rouse his urii 
To aid the trfumpbs of the day. 



^A 
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ON THE StTDDiN lyEATH OF 

Mrs. MARY PEACOCIt. 

^An Elegiac Snng^sent in abetter ofCondolante r# 
Mr. Ntf P. Merchant at Amsterdam. 

T T ARK ! she bids all her friends adieaf 
XjL Some angel calls her to. Ae spherei^j 
Our eyes the radiant saint pi/rsue 
Through liquid telescopes Of tbars. 

Farewelj bright sout, a short flrewe^ 
Till we shall meet again above 
In the sweet proves where pleasures dwell 
And trees of life bear fruits oi love ? 

III. 
There Glory sit* on every face. 
There friendship smiles iq every eye, . - 

There shall our tongues relate the Grace 
That led us homeward to the sky. 

IV. 
O'er all the names of Christ our King 
Shall our harmonious voices rove. 



Siicred to Ae l^emoiy oftlie SutSb ^55 

Our barps shall sound from every siring' 
The wonders of fats bleeding love; 

V. 
Come, sovereign Lord; dear Saviour, come; 
Remove these separating days. 
Send thy bright wheels to fetch us home^ 
That golden hour, how \bhg k stays! 

VI. 
How long must we lie lingVing here. 
While saints around us take their flight? 
Smiling they quit this dusky sphere. 
And mount the hills of heavenly light. 

vn. 

Sweet soul, we leave thee to thy rest*. 
Enjoy thy ]£SU5 and thy Goo, 
Till we, from bands of clay releasM, 
Spring out and climb the shining roact 

VIII. 
While the dear dust she leaves behind 
Sleeps in thy bosom* sacred tomb 1 
Soft brher bed, her slnmbers.kind, ^ 

And all her dreams of joy to come. • 

■ ■•• .'.^ . ; •••:« 
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Epifaphium Firs Fenerabith 

• . • • • > 

Dora. N. MATHER, 

Carmine tapidario. Conscriptum^ 
:*^ • ■ • •M.-^S.'-" . ; . 

''' ' REVERENW ADMOD^ VlftI 

NATI^AKAELIS M^tiERt. ' 

UOD mori potuit hie suptns.depositum esc,^^ 
Si <ltiflsris,^ hospes, quantiis'& qualii fiait«^ 
- f idus eKflrrabit iaprs; . , . : . 
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« 

*. Nqinefl Iftmilia diixk A 

ianctioribus scudiis & .evaogelio deyota, 

£c per ucramquet A9giiam celeb n, 
Afoe^c^am sc. ac(}ue E uropas^m* 
fct hlc qudque ill sancci mtaisterii spem eductiif 
^ ftoq fiiUacem^ ., 
£t hunc atraqae nbvi't Anglla 
Doctum & ddqeptem. 
Corpore fiiit procure, fornJa pladdie verenda ^ 
At iupra corpus & fonxiam sublime eminueriiat 
Indoles^ ingeiiium, atq; eruditio: 
Supra hec piecas, & C^i fas dicere) 

Supra pietaiem tnocj^stta; 
Csceras etiim dotes obumbrayit* 
Quoties in rebus divinis peri^geddto ' 
Divinitus afiiatje mentis specimibia 

PrsBstantiora edidit, 
Toties bominem -sedutas occulttk 
Ut solus consptceretur Deus^ 
Volult i<fais latere; nec:potiiib; , ' ^ 
Heu quantum tamen sui nos Istet! 
Ec majorem laudis partem s^epnlchfale BMrmofii 
Invito obruit'Sil^ntib^ 
Gratiam JESU CHRlSTI salutifersm 
Quam cbofi^ hausit ipse^ aliis propituivity . 
Puram ab humana fsce. 

^Terltatts evangelic^ d^^ iniffQ^Jt 
Et ingens propugnaculum 
Concionator gravis aspeetu^ gesfu^ y<^Qej; 
Cui nee iiderat pomga oiratoria. 
Nee deerat ; 
Flosculos rhetoric<$s .aapenracaneo? fecfe 
Rerum dicendamm mjestais, pc JDEUs-prKseiis. 
HinG arma millpit^ ^ujse libn Infci^Cj^t 
HinC toties fugatusr Satanas. ' 
' ' Et WnC' vfctoriaj . 
riM> iiiferornm portis toties repofxaGft, 
Solexs i^ ferreif Impicpm aoimii lofi^a* 



k 



Sacred to the Memory of the Dead. 257. 

Altum & salutare vulniK: 
Vulner^tas idem.traccare lenicer solers, . 

£t medeiatn adhibere magis saliitarem, 
£x defaecaco cordis fonte . 
Divinis eloquiis eifaftim scatebanc labia, 

Etiam in familiar! contubernio: 
Spirabac ipse ugdique coeiestes suavitates 
Quasi oleo'l^ncise semper recens delibicus, 
£t semper supra socios; 
Gratamque delicdssimi sua JESU odoreni 
Quaquavefsus 6c late diffudit. 
Dolores tolerans supra fidem, 
.^rumnaeque heu quam assidu«! 
Invicto animo, victrice padentia . 
Varias Curarum moles pertutit 
Bt in stadio & in meta vitas: 
Quam ubi propinquam vldit, 
t^lerophoria fidei quasi curru aUto vectus 

Propere & exultim attigit. 
Natus est In^gro Lancastriensi 26 MartH, 16^0. 
Inter Nov-Anglos theofogiae Tyrocinia fecit. 
Pastprali munere diu Dubjinii in Hibernla functuff 
Tandum (ut semper) providenriam secutus ducem^ 
Coetui fidelium apud Londlnensis proeposictts est» 
Quos doctrina precibus, & vita beavit : 
Ah brevi! . 
Corpore solutus 26 Julii, i<5p7. -flEtat. 67' 
Ecclesiis moerorem, tbeologis exemplar reliqult* ' 

Probis piisque omnibus < 
Infandum sui desiderinm: 
Dam pulvis CHRtSTO charus hie dulce donoic 

Expectans stellam matutinam/ 

R 
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TO THE REVEREND* 

Ma. JOHN SHOWERV 

ON THE DEATH OF HIS DAUGHTER, 

MRS. ANNE fFARNER. 

Reverend and dear Sir, 

HO ff^ great soever was wy^ sense of your hss^ . 
jet I did not think myself fit U offer any lines of' 
comfort: your own meditations can furnish you wipb 
many a delightful truth in the midst <^so heavy, a^ 
sorrow; for the covenant of grace has brightness 
enough in it to gild the mast gloomy providence ir 
and to that sweet covenant your soul is no 'Stranger* 
My own thoughts were much imprest with the trd^ 
ings of our daughter's death '^ . and though [ nmde 
many a reflection on. thja vanity of' mankind in the 
heit estate^ ffet I must acknowledge, that my temper 
leads tne most to the pleasing scenes of heaven^ and 
that future world of hlessedness. Jrhen I recollect 
the victory of my friends that are dead, I frequent* 
ly rove in the world of spirits, and search them out' 
thsre: Thus I endeavoured to trace out Mrs. War- 
ner; j«^ these thoughts crowding fast upon me^ ^ 
I set them down for my own entertainment.-—'^ 
The verse breaks off abruptly, because / had no de-^ 
sign to write a finished elegy ; and besides, when /> 
was fallen on the dark side of death, I bad no mind ^ 
to tarry there. If the lines that I have written be 
so happy as to- entertain you a little.^ and divert 
your grief, the time spent in confposing them shall ^ 
mt be reckoned among my lost hours^ and the re^' 
yiew will be more pleasing to. 

Sir, 

Your afFecdonate 

Humble Servant, 

L W. 

Dec, S2i 1707, 
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AN ELEGIAC THOUGHT ON 

Mrs, ANNE WARNER, 

fFio died ^f the Small-Pox^ Dec. i8, 1707, at 0ne 

of tie. clock, in the Morning ; a feaf days 

after the birth and death of 

her first Child. 



WAlKR my muse, range the wide world of soulsi 
And seek Vernera fled ; with upward arm 



A 

Direct thy wing;, for she was born from heaven, 
FolfillM her visit and returned on high. 

• * 

The midnight watch of angels that patrole 
The British sky, have noticed her iascent 
Near the meridian star;, pursue the track 
To the bright confines; of immortal day 
And paradise, her home. Say, my Urania, 
(For nothing scapes thy search, nor canst thou mlsl 
So fair a spirit} say, beneath what shade 
Of Amarant,or cheerful Ever- green 
She sits recounting to her kindred minds. 
Angelic or human, her mortal toil 
Apd travels through this howling wilderness ; 
By what d,ivine,protections she scapM 
Those deadly snares when youth and Satan ]e<|ga*d 
In combination to assail her virtue; 
(Snares set to murder souls) but heaven secured* 
The favourite nymph, and taught her victory. 

Or does she seek, or has thQ found her babe 
Amongst the infant nation of the blest. 
And claspM it to her soul, to satiate there 
The young maternal passion, and absolve 
The unfulfiird embrace ? Thrice happy child! 
That saw the light, and turned its eyes aside 
from our dim regions to tV eternal Sun, 
jind led^be parent's way to glory ! There 
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Thoii art forever hers, with powers enlarged 
For love reciprocal, and sweet converse. 

Behold her ancestors (a pious race) ' 
Rang'd in fair order, at her sighcrejoice 
And sing her welcome. She along their seats- 
Gliding salutes them all with honouirs due. 
Such as are paid in heaven : And last she finds 
A mansion fa«hion''d of dfstinguish'd light 
But vacant : This (with sure presage she cries). 
A\min my Father ; when will be arrive ? 
Ho w IbfiF^ atas^ Bow long ! (Then cal Is her mate J 
/)/>, thou dear partner of my mortal cares ; 
Die y and partake my bl,hs ; w^arefireverone. 

Ah me V where roves my fancy ! what kind dtemns- 
Crowd with swJet- violence on tey waking raindt 
Perhaps illusions all ! Fnform me, muse^ 
Chases she father to retire apart 
To recolleft herdissipated powers. 
And call her thoughts her own : so lately freed 
Fjom earth's v«fin scen^s^, gayvisfts, gratulations. 
From Hymen's hurrying and tumultuous^ joys; 
And fcars& pangs,fierce pangs that wrought her deaA^ 
Tell me on what subiimer theme she dwell* 
In coritemplatloiH wkh unerrinfg clue 
Infinite Truth pursuing.. (When, mysour, 
O when shall thy release from cutnb'rous flesh 
pass the great seal of heaven ? What happy hour* . 
Shall give thy thoughts a loose te spar and trace 
The intellectual world? Divine delight! 
Vernera's lov'4'^cmploy Q Perhaps she fi'mgs 
To some new golden harp th' almighty deeds. 
The names, the honours of her Saviour God ; 
f lis cross, his grave, His yiflory, and his cro^vn ;?. 
Oh ! could I imitate th* exalted notes 
And mortal ears could bear them ?—-^ ♦ 
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T>r lies she now before th' etermil throne 
.^rostrate in1^umb^e forrti,with deep devotion 
Cefvvheim'd, and self-abasement at the sigl^t 
Of the uncover'd Godhead, face to face ? 
Seraphic crowns pay homage at his feet^ 
And hers among them, not of dimmer ore, 
r^ot set with meaner gems ; but vain ambition, 
' And emulation vain, and fond conceit. 
And pride forever banish'd Oies the place, 
Curst pride, the dress ofheli. Tell me^ Urania, 
How hei; joys heighten, and her golden hours 
Circle in love. O stamp upon ray soul 
"Some blissftil image of the ftiir decens'd 
To call my passions and my eyes asi'de 
From the dearbfeathiess clay, distressing sight ! 
I look and mqum^nd ga?e with greedy "view 
Of melaneholy fondness : tears bedewing 
That form so Iate<iesir'd, so laiebelov'd. 
TCow loath some, ^nd unlovely* 'Base disease. 
That IcaguM with nature's sharpest pains, and spoitM 
^0 sweet ^^nicture! The impoisoning taint 
O'erspreads the building wfoughr with skill divine^ 
iVnd ruins thr rich temple to the dustJ 

Was this ftje coinrtenance, wlTere the world admir*d 
Features of wit and virtue I This the {ticis 
Where love triumph'd ? and beauty on these cheeks. 
As on a throne, beneath her radiant eyes 
Was seated to advantage; mild, serene, 
Reflectingrosy light ? So sets the sun 
(Fair eye of heav'n I) upon a crimson cloud 
Near the horizon! and with gentle ray 
Smiles lovely round the sky, till rising fogs. 
Portending night, with foul and heavy wing 
Involve the golden StarBand sink him down 
Opprest with darkness,—— 
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Oa the Death of an a^d and honourtS 
Relative^ Mrs.M, W. July 13; i6p3. 

L 

1 Know the kindredrmindi. Tis she, 'tis she t 
Among the heavenly forms I see 
The kindred mind from fleshly bondage free i 
O how unlike the thing was lately seen ' 
Groaning and panting on the bed, 
With«ghastly afr, and languished head. 
Life on this side, there the dead, 
While the delaying fleshjay shiverjngbetwecD* 

Long[ did the earthly house restrain 
In toiisome slavery thar ethereal guest; 

Prison'd her round in walls of pain. 
And twisted cramps and aches with her chain t 
Til' by the weight ofnura-rous days opprest 

The earthfy house began to reel, ' 
The pillars trembled, and the building felU 
The captive soul became her own tLg^int- 
Tir'd with the sorrows and the cares,. 

A tedious train of fourscore years. 

The pris'ner smII'd to be releast, 
She felt her fetters loose, and mounted to her resu. 

Gaze on, my soul, and let a perfect view 

Paint her idea all anew ; 
Raze out those melancholy shapes of woe 
That hang around thy memory, and becloud it so^ 
Come Fancy, come, with essences refined. 

With youthful green, and spotless white; 
Deep be' the tincture, and the colours bright 
T' express the beauties of a naked mind. 

Provide no glooms to form a shade; 
All things abovb of vary'd light a/e made» 
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'f^or can^the heavehty piece require a mortal aid^ 

-But if the features too divine 

Beyond the power of Fancy shine, [shrine, 

<:onceal th' inimitable strokes behind the graceful 

- ' IV. 

Describe the saint from head to feet, 
M^ke all (he lines in just proportion ;neet^ 
But let the .posture be 
Filling a .chairpfhigh degree; 
Observe how near it stai^ds to the Almighty seat« 

* Paint the new graces of her eyes; 
^resh in her looks let sprighdy youth arise. 
And joys ^tinknown -below the iki^s. 
^Virtue, that lives concealed below. 

And to the breast ;:oniia'd, 
>Sits here .triumphant on >the brow, 
Aiid breaks with radiant glories through 

Tiie features of the mind. 
"E^cpress her passion still the same^ 

But more divinely sweet; 
^ove has an everlasting flame, 
Aiid makes the w^nT'Complete. 

The painter-muse with glancing eye 
Observed a manly spirit nigh,* 

That death hlad long disjoined: 
*^la the fair- tablet they shall stand 
*• United by a happier band;" 
She said, and fix'dher sight, ffnddrew the manly mind, 
.Hecount the years, my song, (a mournful round I) 



. • My Grandfather^ Mr. TuoMas Watts, had such an ac* 
r^aivtance with the mathepiatics^ paintings music and foesy^ 
&c. MS gave him cenfiderabte ^esteem among his cotemporaries, 
Ue xoas commander of a ship of war ^ 1 656, and by hiowing 
vp of the shiji in the Dutch war, he was drowned in his ^'^utb. 
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Since lie ^as seen on earth no more; ' 

He fought in lower seas and drown'di 

But victory and peace he found; 
On tl?e superior shore, 
There now his tuneful breath in sacred songf 
Employs the European and the Eastern tongueft 

Let th* awful truncheon and the flut^e. 

The pencil* arid the well known lute^ 

Powerful numbers, charming wit> 

And every art and science meet, [fee%. 

And bring their laurels to his Landj or Jay them at bis 

VL 

'Tis done, ' What beams of glory fall 

fRich varnish of immortal arr) 

To gild the bright original! 
•Tis done: . The muse has now perform'd her part. 
Bring down the piece. Urania, from above, 

And let my Honour and my Love 
Dress it with chains of gold, to hang upon my heart. 



A FUNERJL POEMy 

ON THE DEATH OF 

THOMAS GUNSTON, Esq. 

TRESENTED TO THE RIGHT HON. THE LADY ABNEY, 
LADY-MAYORESS OF LONDON. 

m 

July 1701. 

MADAM, 

HAD T been a common mourner at the fa* 
^eral of the dear gentleman decea^ed^ I should hav9 
laboured after more of art in the folfowsnf^ compoit- 
t)on^ to supply the defect of nature^ and to fci^n a sor» 
row ; but the uncommon condescension 'of his friend* 
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«J&i> to me^ the inward esteem I fay his memory, and 
the vast and tender sense I have of, the loss^ make 
all the methods of art needkss^whiht natural grief 
supplies more than alK 

I had resolved irdeed U lament in sighs and si- 
lence^ and frequently check" d the too forward muse"; 
hut the importunity w/js not to he resisted, long 
lines of sorrow flowed in upon me ere I was azvare^ 
whilst I took many a solitary wa-lk in the garden^ 
adjoining his se((t at NeM-ington ; nor con Id I free 
ftyself from the crmvd of melancholy ideas. To:'*' 
Ladyship will find throughout the poem, that the 
fair and unfinished building which he had just rat 5^ 
ed for himself gave almost all the turns of mourn- 
ing to my thoughts ^ for I pjfrsue no other topics of 
0legy than what my passion and my senses lead ^ne to ^ 

The poem roves, as my eyes and grief did, from 
^ne part of th^ fabric to the other : it rises fratn 
the foundation'! salutes th^ walls^ the doors, and the 
windows, drops a tear upon the roof, and climbs the 
turret, that pleasant retreat^ where I promised my^ 
self many sweet hours of his conversation ; there my 
song wanders amongst the delightful subjects divine 
and moral, which used to entertrin our happy ^ lei" 
sure ; and thence descends to the fip/ds and the sha^ 
dy walks where I so often enjoyed his pleasing dis- 
course ; my sorrows diffuse themselves there without 
a limit : I had quite forgotten all scheme and me* 
thod of writing, till I correct myself, and rise to 

the turret again to la^nent that desolate seat, 

Now^ if the critics' laugh at the folly of the muse 
for taking too much notice of the golden ball^ let 
them consider that the meanest things that belong- 
ed to so valuable a person, still gave some fresh and 
doleful reflections : /Ind I transcribe nature without 
rule, and represent friendship in a mourning dress ^ 
abandoned to deepest sorrow^ and with a negligence 
becotniitg woe vnfeigned* 
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Had Ide5igned,a. complete elegy^ Madam^ ok your 
-dearest brother^ and intended it for public vieWy I 
\sbould have foliated tJfe tssual forms ofpoetry^sofar 
at leasts asta spend some pages in the character and 
jf raises of the dejceasediandthefice have taken occasion 
Jo call mankind to complain aloud 0/ the universal and 
unspeakable loss : ,But 1 wrote merely for myself as a 
friend of the dead^ and to ease my full soul vy breath- 
ing cut my own complaints 4 I knew Ms character and: 
virtues so welly that there was no need tb mention them 
while I talked only with myself; for the image of them 
ii'as ever present with me^whicb kept the pain at the 
heart intense and lively ^ and my t^a^rs flowhig with 
my verse* " ' ,, 

Perhaps your Ladyship will, expect some divine 
thoughts and tacre)l meditations mingle4- with a sub- 
ject so solemn as this is : hadi formed a design of of- 
fering it to your hands ^ I had composed a more Chris- 
tian poem ; but it was grief purely natural, for a 
death s^ surprising, that drew all the strokes of it, 
and therefore my reflections are chiefly of a moral 
strain. Such as it is, your Ladyship requires a copy 
cfit ; but let it not touch your' soul too tenderly, ndr 
renew your own mournings. Receive it. Madam, as 
an offering of love and tears at the tomb of a departed 
fricnd,and let it abide with you as a witness of that 
Affectionate respect and honour that I bore him ; all 
v'hich as your Ladyship's most rightful due, both by 
merit and by succession, is now humbly offered by 

Madam, 

Your Ladyfliip's 

Biost hearty and 

obedient Servant, 

I. WATTS. 
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TO THE DEAR MEMORY OF MY HONORED FRIEND^ 

THOMAS GUNSTON, Esq. 

Jf^bo diedy Noy. 11, 1700, 
When he bad just finished hU seat at Newington. 

r . •■ ( ■ ■■ 

OF blasted hopes, and of sbon withering joys, 
. Sing heavenly muse. " iVy thine ethereal voice 
In funeral numbers and a doleful song ; ^^ 

"Gunston the just, the generous and the young, 
-Gunston the friend is deadi O empty name • 
Of earthly bliss! 'cis all an airy dream. 
All a vain thought! Oursoaring fancies rise 
On treacherous wings I and hopes that touch the skieli 
Drag but a longer ruin t}>rough the downward air^ 
And plunge Che falling j6y still deeper in despair. 



-» .* n 



How did^nr souls stand flattered and prepared 
To shouchim welcome to the seat he rear'd ! 
There the dear man should see his hope complete, 
Smilingind tasting every lawful sweet 
That peace and plenty brings, while numerous years 
Circling delightful play'd aromnd the spheres : 
Revolving suns should still renew his strength, 
And draw th* uncommon thread to an unusual length, 
But hasty Fate thursts her dead shears between, 
Cuts the young life off, and shuts up the scene. 
Thus-airy pleasure dances in our eyes. 
And spreads false images in fair disguise, 
T* allure our souls, till just within our arms 
The vision dK?s, and all the painted ch?»rms 
Fiee quick away from the pursuing sight. 
Till they are lost in shades, and mingled with the nfgVt* 

Muse, stretch thy wings, and thy sad journey beni 
To tlic fair Fabric that thy dying friend 
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Bufir nttmefess ; 'm*ill sij^g:est a ibousand things • 
Mournful and soft as iny Urania sjngs. 

How didbe Jay tlrt Ssep foundation strong 
Marking the bounds, and rear the walls alon^ 
Solid and lasting ; tltere a numerous train 
Ofbappy Gunstons might in plva^nire reign. 
While ntitions'periib, and Johg ages run. 
Nations unborn, and ages unbeguni 
Not time itself should waste the blest esratie. 
Nor the tenth race rebuild the ancient seat^ 
How fond our fancies are ! The founder dies 
Childless, his sisters weep and close^his eyes 
And wait upon his hearse wfth never ceasing crie&, 
Lofty and slo^v it moves to meet the tomb, 
While weighty sorrownodsto every plume; 
A thousand groanyhis dearreroains convey, 
To his cold lodging in a bed of clay, 
His country's sacred fears weli-watermg all the way* 
See tl>e dull wheels roll on the sable road ; 
But no dear son to tread the mournful load. 
And fondly kind drop his young sorrows there, 
TbefachCTVum bedewing with a filial tear. 
O had he lefrus one behind to play 
Wanton about the painted haiiytnd say, 
m's was my Father^ s^ with impatient joy 
Jn my fond arms I'd clasp the smiling boy. 
And Call Wm my young friend ; but awful fate, 
Design'd the migljty stroke^s ksthig as 'twas greats 

And miyt this building then, this costly frame 
Stand here for strangers V Must some unknown namc^ , 
^ Possess these rof)ws^ the labours of my fri;rnd ? 
Why was these \valls rnis'd Tor this hapless end? 
Why these npmtmetits ^\ adom'd so gay ? 
Why his rich fancy lavi^^h thus away ? 
JVloie, vit\w i\iQ pair4tivgs^ how the hovering light 
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Plays o'er tbecolours in a. wanton flight. 
And mingled slnd^s vvroughc in by soft degrc^^ . 
Give a sweet foil to all tlje chariDirig piece ; 
iiut night, eternal nigln, hangg blackaround 
. The disiTiaJ chambers, of the ho-llow. ground^ 
And solid shades mimingle.dvro\iud h is bed 
dtaiicf hideous: earthly fogs embrace his heady 
And noisome vapours glid\? along his face 
Rising perpetual, Muse, forsake the place. 
Flee the raw,damps of the unwho^Iesome day. 
Look to his^try spacious BaH'tiXiA say, - 
** How has he cliang'd it for a lonesonre cave, 
**Confin'd and.crowded iff a^nawow grave!'* 

Th' unhappy hquse^ looks desolate and mouroSy 
And every door groans dof^ful as it turns.; 
The pillars languish :• and each lofty wall 
Stately in grief, laments the raaster!s fall . 
In drops of briny dew; the fabric bejars 
His faint resemblance, and rene\y&my tear^. 
Solid and square it rises from below.; 
Ar noble air, without a gaudy sliow, 
Reigns through fhe model, and adorns the w&Ole^ 
Manly and plain. Such wasrhe buildcry soilL 

Ohow I love to view the stately frame. 
That dear memorial of the best lov'd name I 
Then coiijd [ wish for some prodigious cave 
Vast as his seat, and silent a$ his grave. 
Where tlvJ tall shades stretch to the hideous roof^ 
Forbid the day,andguard the sun-beamsofF^ 
Thither, jny willing feet, fjhould ye be drawn 
At the gray twilight, and the early dawn. ' 
There sweetly sad should my soft minutes roll^ 
Kumb'tinfl; the sorrows of my drooping soul. 
But these a^re airy thoughts 1 substantial grief 
Gro w» b)^ese objects that ihoqld y i«jd relief^ 
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Pbnd ofmy woes 1 heave my eyes around. 
My grief froai every prospect courts a wound ; 
Views the green gardens, views the smiling skies. 
Still my heart sinks, and stilt my ca'res arjse ; 
My wand'ring feet round the fair mansion rove, 
Aild ther6 to sooth n^y sorrows I indulge my iove# 

Oft have I laid the awiful Calvin by* .• , 
Andthesvyeet Cowley .with impatient ejr^. 
To see those wails, pay the Hd visits there. 
And drop the trilMite of an hourly tear: 
Still I behold somemelancholv scene,. , 
With many a pensive thought, and mftny t sigh bt^ 

_tween. 
Two days ago we took the evening airi 
I, and my grief, and my tirania there ; 
Say, my Urania, how the Western sun 
Broke from black clouds, and in full glory shone 
Gilding the roof, then dropt into the sea, 
And sudden "hi ght devoured the sweet remains of day a 
Thus the bright youth just reared his shining head 
Froin obscure shades of life, and sunk among the deac^ 
The rising sun adorned with all his light 
Smiles on these walls again but en'dtess night 
Reigns uncontrouPd where the dear Gunston lief» 
He*s set forever, and must never rise; 
Then why thtse beams, unseasonable star; 
These lightsome smiles descending from afar^^ 
To greet a mourning house ? In vain the day 
Breaks through the windom with a joyful ray. 
And marks a shining path along the floors. 
Bounding the evening and the morning hours ; 
In vain it bounds them : while vast emptiness 
And hollow silence reigns thro* all the place. 
Nor heeds the cheerTTuI change of Nature's face* 
Yet Nature's wheels will on without controul. 
The sun will lAgt^ the tuneful spheres will roll. 
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And the two nightly ^f^riwlalk round and watch the, 
pole. 

Se^, while I speak high 6n her sable wheef 
Old night advancing climbs the eastern hill : 
Troops of dark clouds {Prepare her way j behold. 
How their brown pinions edg'd with evening gold 
Spread shadowing o>r the house, and glide away 
Slowly pursuing the declining day ; 
O'er the broad reo^^they fly their circuit still. 
Thus days before they did, and days to come they will; 
But the black cloud that- shadows o*er his eyes» 
Hangs there unmoveable, and never flies : 
Fain would [ bid the envidus gloom be gone 
Ah, fruitless wish I how are his curtains drawa 
For a long evening that despairs the dawn ! 

Muse, view the turret ; just bAieach the sklea 
Lonesome it stands, and fixes my sad eyes^ 
As it would ask a tear. O sacred seat, 
Sacred to friendship ! O divine retreat f 
Here did I.hope my happy hours t' employ, 
. And fed before-hand on the promised joy. 
When weary of the noisy town, my friend 
From mortal cares retiring, should ascend 
And lead me thiiher. We alone wot^ld sit 
Free and secure of all" intruding feet : [risCm 

Our thoughts should stretch their longest wings ang 
Nor bound their soarings by the lower skies : 
Our tongues should aim at everlasting themes. 
And speak what mortals dare, of all the names 
Of boundless joys and glories, thrones and seats 
Built high in heaven for souls s We'd trace the streets 
Of golden pavement, walk each blissful field. 
And climb and taste the fruits the spicy mountains 

yield : ' 

Then would we swear to kegep the sacred road 
Aad walk right upward^ to^tbac \>ksi abode ; 



27.2^ hSfMC?OtUii' fiook m. 

l^eM cliargeoivr partiogspirits there to meet, 
"jThere hand in hand approach th' Almighty seac^ 
And bend our heads adoring at our Maker^* feet. 
Thus should we raoanton bold advent'roilks wingi 
In high discourse, and dwell on heavenly things^ 
While the pleas'd hours in sweet succession movef 
And minutes measured, as they are above. 
By ever-circling joys, aiid tfver*shining lovci 

Anon Our ttoiiglits shoofd lovft^er their lofty flfgir^ 
Sink by degrees, and take a pleasing sight, 
A large round prospect of the spreading plala 
The wealthy river, and his winding train, 
The smoky city, and the busy men. 
How we should smile to see degenerate wormi 
Lavish their lives, and fightfor airy forms 
Of painted honour, dreams of empty sound. 
Till envy rise, and shbot a secret wound 
At swelling glory, strait the bobble breaks. 
And the scenes vanish, as the man awakes ; 
Then the tall titles, insolent and proud, 
Sink to the dust, and mingle with the crowdf. 

Mad Is a restless thing i Still vain and wild. 
Lives beyond sixty, nor outgrows thecWljd : 
His hurrying lust, still break the sacred oound 
To seek new pleasures on forbidden ground. 
And buy them all too dear. Unthinking fool, • 
For a short dying joy, to sell a deathless soul I 
'Tis but jf grain of sweetness they can sow. 
And reap ^he long sad harvest of immoral w6e« 

Another tribe toil in a diiferent strife. 
And banish all the lawful sweets of life^ 
To sweat and dig for gold, to hoard the oar. 
Hide the dear dust yet darker than before. 
And never dare to u&e a grain cf all the store* 



*Tlappy ^Tie'mvi tliat knows the value |us^ 
X)f wtWly thing's? nof 1s eitshiv*cl to Attsu ' 
'Tis a ricfh gitr the skfesbiit rarely' seittf - ■ -'-' ' 
To favoUrfte souls. ^ Then hapny thou, my friend. 
For thou y^dit teamt tbnrana^and cbmuianii^ ^ ^' 
The wealth that h^ffv'^it be««dw*d with liberal band: 
'Hence iftii fair structure rose ; and hence thli seat 
.MadetoinvkerayndtuitwiVKTigfeec; '. ' ^ . 

In vain '«ira^ made ; fotive skatlnevermeet,' •.; . 
Andsmile^andlovey^andbtes^ttcih other herCy. ^ .• 
The envioHrtomb forbids thy fairet' appear. 
Detains thefc; Gunstbn," fr*i|n niy longing eyes, 
Andall myfaotrefrlid bury^d WfaP^e my Gunscon lies. 

• * ' * .... . . ^ 

Come hkjier; all ye teftd^jr^sfsouls, that knoir 
The heights of fondn^^s, ^j^d the depths of woe ; 
Youngrmother5» who your darJirjg babes have fo4ind . 
j^i)|imel'y murdefd jy ith q .gij^stly wound ; 
ye frignted nymphs, who on the bridal bed 
ClaspM in ymirarihs yoiirlover^s cold and dead, r 
Come; jnihefomp of all your wild despair. 
With flowmjg- eye-luU, and disordered h^ir. 
Death itivyq^r lopks ; cprne^ mingle grief with me, - 
And drdwnyonr littie streai^s inmyudbottudedseat 

f 

You sacired^tnotirters d'fa hdbler tpptrtd. 
Bom for a friend, Whd?6' d^ar ^thbrabes hoi d 
Beyond all Nature's ties \ yoii 'that hfliVe known 
Twtf haf^py soiils m^k'e irt tlmately one. 
And ftlta piiTting stroke; 'Hs^ou Inust tel! 
.The smart, the twinges, *nd^e tacks I feel : 
This $q!^{ of mine that dftf^flfiST wound has bome^ 
Oiffrom its side. Its dearest'hftlrfhtorn^ ' - 

The rest lies bleeding, and but lives to mouro. 
Oh, infmite distress ! such raging grief 
Should commftnd pltyvund desna^ir relief. 



Hssion^ inet!ihili;$, ^i^bquld ju^ from all my grdaniSt ' ... 
fiive sense to rocks> aiid sympacby; co-'tfoqes* * 



:j\ 



Yq dusky wbodsznAediomgbtilsviroixtid^' ?; ..:;:!/: 
Jlepeapmy cries wiih a perpetual sound ; » . .,..'.' 
3}eattyftfto^!tyyi9/^f,^wuhchorn»oVgrown^ ; . 
Assist my sorrow^s, and declare your own ; . .:,.:. 
jVlas I your Lord is deadr The humble plaia' . : 
IMust ne*.er receive his courteous feetagaia : 
3IourD, yegay^srailling meadowss and be seea' 
in wintry robes instead oryoOthful green 5. . - - . 

JU)dbkLdie^m^«thai:suUrunsw^rbling.byr ;/./. 
3VIove silent on, and weep his useless channel dry; 
1-lich^r, methlnks^the lowing herd should jCppie, 
And moaning turtles m*u;'mur o'er the tomb : 
2Je oak shall wither^ and the curling vine ' • . - " 
weep-fris young life Out, wbll^ his afms uniwitife' 
ttheir amorous fbtdd, and ini.t his bleeding souI'WyJk^ 

. mine. 
Ye stately elms in your fong order moumf, ' / 
Strip offyour pride to dress your master^s urnr 
Here gently drop your'Ieaves fnstead of tears ; 
Ye elms, the rev'rend growth of ancient years^,' '. 
Stknd tall and naked to the blusterragrage 
Ofthemad winds ; thus it becomes your age 
To shew your sorrows. - Often you have seea* 
i )ur heads reclined upon the rising green : ' 
3^enefth your sacred s^bade difftis^d we lay, 
J^ere Friendship reignM with aniiubound^»w«y.; 
Hither our souls cheircoastam ofiTrings brought 
The burdens of the breast,>nd labpurs of the thought;, 
Our opening bosoms on tiie conscious f>Toundj , 
tipread all the sorrows and the joys we found • 



« There wai a lon^' r9W*of talt eltns then Uaniliig'w'heriS9h0 
jsan sifter th i^tvtt ^^rg^u.^ta madu 
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And raiagled^very care ;i|pr was fekgosFH , . ...f. 
Which of the pMns and pleasures were,our owa ; 
Thenjwuh an equal band, and :honesc^solll f -] 

We share the heap, yet both possess the whole^ , , 
And ill the passions there thro" both out bosoms rolU 
By turns we comfgrt, and by turns complain. 
And b<eat add ease b;^; turns the sympathy of pain. 

Friendshfp! piysterious thing, whatojiagic pow'ri 
Support thy sway; and charm these minds of ours ? ' v 
Uouiid to thy foot we boast our birthright still. 
And dream of freedom^ when we've lost our will. 
And chang'dawiy our souls: At thy command u* 
We snatch new miseries fro'tn a foreign hand. 
To call thera ours; ani thoughtless of our ease, , 
Plague the dear Self tfiat we were born to please. 
Thou Tyranness of mmds, whose cru^l throne 
Heaps on poor mortals sorrows not their own : ^ 
As though o.ur mother Nature could no more 
find j¥Qes sufficient for each son she bore> [store. 
Friendship divides the shares, and ^^ngtbens out t))t 
Yet are we fpniof thy imperious refgp. 
Proud of thy slavery, wanton in our pain, . [the-fchain* 
An4 chide the courteous hand when de^h dissolves 

, Virtue, forgive the thought I the raving muse. 

Wild and despairing, knows not what the does. 

Crows mad rn grief,.and la4ier savage hours : 

Affronts the name she loves and she adores. 

She is thy vot'ress too ; andat thy sihrine, 

O sacred Friendship, ofFer'd songs divipe, / 

While Gunston liv'd, ai>d both our souls were thioCi^ ' 

Here to these shades at.solemn hours we Came, 

To pay devotion with a mutual flame, : 

partners in bliss. Sweet luxury of the mind! 

And sweet the aids'of sense! Each ruder wind 

Slept in its caverns, while an evening breeze 

f aau'd the kaves gently, spguvu4\^xtf ^^\^^^v> - 
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The linnet snd the lark tbefr vespers sung. 
Aad clouds^f criM^os o'ief the Kdrl^tffi tiOftg ; 
The sl(»vr'lte(f liafilgf Yild #Uh dI(H^liig w^iie^fs 
Sunk down ihegolden^^jT behind th^rtv^Rern billow 

Te green inclosuf es, and ye growing sweets . , 
Lameiit, for ye our midnight hours-have known. 

And watched lis walking by the sifehtmboh '*, 

In conference divine, whUe heavenljp.fir^^ 

Kfndlmg'pjjr breasts did all our thoughts fnspiirej 
With joys ahnost immortal; then our zeal 

Blaz'd and.burnt high to reach the ethereat hill 

And'love refin'd, like that above the poles, , .' • 

Threw'both par arms round ouQ.afiotherV'Sibuls.' ' •? 

In rapture an'4 embraces. Oh! forbear,; ' . » 

Forbear, my <?oag! ihisistoo!mvfctii.tohear. 

Too cireadful to repeat ; such foys.as tbesie-. 

Fled from tlie earth forever L.»V...pi.., . .' ' ' r 

Oh, for ii general grief! let all things shaft 
t)trr Viroes^ that knew our loves : the nelghbouiffng d^iir 
^tetitbfe^ladeowithfmittortahsl^hs^ . ' . "»: 

And te! I the gal«s, that every br«rfth that fl ie«' 
<^v^these (leldsshould muhntfr^nd i20ti^\km^ ' i 
And kf$s«t^ fading grass, iindprc^poftte the p4iii^ ■<- 
Weep all ye buildings^ and the groves around 
ror«verweepi'lhliisan'6rtdlit4#*'dutid; '\ ' " 
'Vast and incurable. Ye buildings knew 
His silveMongue,ye groves hiveheirdlttbo : ' 
At that dear sound n6 more shall yc rejoice^ 
And I no more must hear thecharroiug voice ; 
Woe to my droopingsoul! that Heavertly brei^th 
That could speak life lies now cong^afd In death ; 
Wh lie on bis foldedlips^ aK edld and paje» 
Eternal chains and heavy sttenfeedweil. 

Yet my fond hope would hear Mm speak agaiuy 
Once more at least, on^ gentli^ w^xd^ add then 
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Gunston aloud Ircall ; |d vain I.cr^v , 
Cuns^n atotid ; for be mii(l ne*er rep1y«. \ , 
hi vafal mourn, and Brpp these fuoeral teat^^ 
Death and che.gr^^ have neicher eyes nor ears : 
Wamfring I tune ray sorrows lathe groves^ [Joves j 
And veut my swelling griefs,. and tell the- winds our 
While the dear youth sleeps fast, andhears them not » 
Hehathforgot.me: In the louesome va4ilt 
Mindless of Watts and friendship, cold he Iies» 
Deafand,aachinkrng€jay^....«.»...,;.^ 

But whisker am Iledf This artless grief 
Hurries the muse 01X9 obstinate and deaf 
To all the nicer rules, and bears h^r down 
From the tall fabric to the neighbouring grouaj^. 
The pleasing hours, the happy. moments past 
Iti these sweet ii^fds reviving on my taste. 
Snatch me away resistless with impetuous haste*. 
Spread thy strong pinions o.nceag^in, my song, 
And reach d^Qiurret thou hastleftso long; 
O'er the wide roof its lofty head It rears, 
Long waiting our converse; but only hetrs. 
The noisYcturngfts of the realms on hf^h t 
The winds ?alute it whistling a^they iiy, 
Or jarring round the windows : rattling shdWiH 
Lash the fafjr sides ; above loud thimder roars;.. 
But still.tbe master sleeps; nor hears the vpict 
Of sacred filjendship; nor the tempest^j«iobe: ^ 
An iron slmnber sits on every sense,. 
I9 vain tbe heavenly thuiider^^triye tafot»e!i:tIi>li««i 

QnoUhoxitmov^mfmv^se^xhe golden fpBere^ 
Seems to demand ; See through ;he dusky vSf 
DdA\^wardlt snihes lipon'the rising moon: ' 
And, as she labours up to reach ber noon. 
Pursues her orb with repercussi ve light. 
And streaming gold repays the paler beams of night ; 
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~- . . ' ■ i . . . . ' i ' • 

But not one My can reach tbe darksome grave. 

Or pierce the solid gloom that fifU the cave ' 

where Gun stpn dwells in -death. Behbl'd it flames 

Like some new meteor with diffusive beams 

Through the mid-Tieaveri, and overcome the stars ; 

•• So snines thy Gunston'ssoulaboye the spheres.'* - 

Ratphae! replies^ and wipes away my tears, ^ 

*" W^e saw the flesh sink down with dosing eyes, 

** We heard thy griefshriek Out. He dies, be dieu • 

** Mistaken grief I "to call the flesh the Friend ! 

** On our fair wings did the briglit youth ascend, 

•* All heaven embraced him with immortal love, 

** And sung hi^Nirelcome to tlje courtsrabove. 

** Gentle Ichuriel led Jitm round the skies, 

*' The building struck him with immense surprize ^ 

*' The spi^s all radiant and the mansions bright, 

** The roof Wghvaulteci with ethereal light : 

*' Beauty and strength on the tall. bulwarks sat 

** In heavily dJamond ;; and for every gate ; 

•* On golden .-hinged a.l;>road ruby turns, • - ' 

** Guards offtbe foe, and as it moves it bums \ 

** Millions of gibriesf reign through every part^ 

•' Infini te poweer, and uncreated "art 

^^ Stand here display'd, and to the stranger show 

*' How it out-shines the noblest scenes below. , 

♦• The strtB^er fed his gazing powVs a while 

** Transported, : Then with « regardless smi/e, 

** Glanc'd bUeye. downward thro' the chrystal floor, , • 

•^ And took eternal Ipave of what lie built before." 

» 1 * ' . '\ . • . • ^ - 

' * * * • , I 

Wow^'ftirUi^ftut* leave the doIefuLstraia; ,. . , 
Raphael commands: Assume thy joys again. 
In everlastjuf numbers, sing, and s^y* ,..^-,^,. .,., 
•*Gunston his mov'dbls dwelling tO'there^Trnftorday; 
*' Gunston the friend lives still: aud'give t^y groan* 
away." . 
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, .-„.. . ANEXECYON . , 

Mr. THOMAS GOUGE. 

#•* - , 

To Mn. ARTHUR SHALL ET, Merchant. 

, ^ilE subject dfflfe following Eleg^ was*^ 
;Jftgb in joUr esteem, andtnyvjeAa large share of your . 
refection. Scarce doth bis memory need the assistance ' 
y rf the Muse to. make it perp^iuaU Utt when she can at 
: cn(^pa^ her honours to the venerable Dead, and by 
Sbis aadress^cknowledj^e the favours she has received ^ 
^f rim the Living i *tisa double pleasure to^ 

Vtfuf obliged* 

' HumWe Servant, 

' ' /.,X WATTS, 
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TO THE MEMORy OF ,THE 

fLEv. Ma. THOMAS GOUGE. 

Wbo died Jan. ^thy 26^.^.17000 

TE virgi^i-sonlv^lrose swei^ towpteint Psal.t^ 
Coiria-teachBwplKawstkifttafluW, Lam/u 
Could Sion's ruin so divinely paint* 2, 3. 

Array 'd in hqiuity ancl,4ii;,woe; . . 
Awake, ye Vi'rgir^ $e^v<a.jpj^nxn, • 
And with your tuneful sorrowf/dri^sj^a prophets urB» 
O could my lips qr rto^iij]g''^ye^s/|/ 



Nor should the .stotiQS or rocks be deaf 5 . 
Rocks sball hiyi eyes,' k^^ ht(^ne$ hg/e^eaw 
While Gouge*$ death i& mouni'd in melody and cear4^ 

Heaven was impatient of. oar crJme^ 

And sent his mmisier pf death 

•fo scourge the hold febeltion. oC ihe tiiiies^^ . . 
'And to demand our pro)5het*s Wefith : . '-' 
'He came cpjnmfssipn'd for the fates 
4f)f awful. IVtead, and char^fiTg Bates j 
There he es^ay'd the Vengiahce first, • pPnsr,. 

Then took;! dismal aiiii^ ^Kd brought greai Qou&e ca. 

Great Goupe to dust! :lwiwi.j(JpJefui is the sound! 
How vast^jhe stroke js !:,;and how wide thewo«q4|» 

Oh,, painful stroke ! distressing death I 
A wftwnd unrneasoi'aWy wide; 

No vultfar mortal dy[*d. , .. 
When, he resigned Ills breatW' 

The muse that, moucns agnations faU^ 

Should w^it at. Gouge^s funeral. 

Should .mmgle majesty ^aiid groans;.. . . . , 

Such as she sings to sidlcing thrones. 

And in /deep soundtngjaujT^ telf' 
How S!(in trembledy when this pillar ftlf*/ 

Sion grows weak, and Eifeland poor, 

BjJatqre herself; wiih..<^i4.b^r store. 
Can furbish such a p^^^/or d^athno meieb. : 






The reverend man let art. tHfe^sinSiirb; . / 

Sure he.was sonie'^a^t^^e^miii^ ''^ ^" /^^--a 
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Fated In iJesh 't6 be ^^8^, ' ' '1' ' •'" 

And order ct tC) be ftoro. ... 

His soul was of tVrafigi^ftcmnift^,'' p/'.''^ '.' ' 

The same ingredients, and the ti)<jftldtfte'smt»K.\. 

When the CreM{jf^flKik^'l''ii«flacV'tff *iiBfii- 



Morti^ls,- 1?eU^v,e' whai'my Uij^artia^^ings^ \ ,,^.., _. . 
f0t sHq t's^i'seen him t\sQ ppQn J(i^. flamy winss^ 

v.. ((J ; ' . 

How WQ^ld hn juc^onv Hi?vtf> w:ottki hi6 fty, ; | 

Up through the o<:ean of the sky, * ' \ . • 

TowVd tb<? cclesuiij coaa^: V • •• 

With . what ,iunazing swij^^pfss soar. 
Till earthV d^k ball was seeii,]i6.more» ,..< . / 
, And.aJ^titt &oiinU]i;^.lW5fi.. --* \ -'[' 

Sp^ce cpqld the rniisc Rijrsue hlmwith her s^jhtij - 
* But iangeb, you ca^^t.ejf, ...,•' ' : .',j 

For oft you jme^^Kivwojxjtous flight, - ' 

,And knew th$ stranger well :{.; 
Say, how he pa^t.tfie radiant spheres, . , 
And visited 'your happy .seats,, // 

And tr?c'ithe well known- turnings, pf the fipld^ "• 
;Attd WaiVd among thpstar^. ' ■ > ^F^oi^aUcti 

Tell hpw be climbed the everlasting 18% - 

Spryeying all the realms- above, .• - ! ^ :. . :.: 
Bomie on a strpng wipg'd f^itb^^nd onihe fiery w^iccb. 
Ot an. immortal: iovA. •; " , • , -. .* 

'Twas thei^'he toPk a'glori^un aight. 
OC the inheritance of saints in Ugbi;, 
And red-rheir titJe in ibeitSavioMr!$ righu : . 

How. af(»lb€^ bumble /scbplar came, ... 

A'nd to your sonas he rais'd bis ears^ , 

To learn ,tl|he unutterable nanjp. 

To ;yiew .t^e eterJoaLbasi© t^lal,,bears» - k 

The ^i;t\^ creations frame. , 

lfe,.5PH2t^«iS;».ce of God.'be.^n^.- , ..,-:. 
Full of iijefcy;} full oi awj^.- ,• . .. -., . 
The glories of his power, and glories of^ his grace: 
Th ofe ho beheld th e w o nd ra ur spf la gs 

Qf ,ffe(^^i -Celestial sacred rhings. 
The peaceful gospef, and the fitt^ U"^ 



fn that majestic face. ^ >, 

^at ftce did at) his gaziag. powers empiby,^ 
With most profouncj abasement and exalted iay^ 
TI?fr Vdm of f atfe- xvke Jiaif unseanij^"^ '"'"' 

He stood adoring by v ^ 
The volumes op.etf4 jtofhts eye, : .' ; 
And sweet inttjlligence he held, • 
With all his shining kindred ,p£ the sky. / . 

Ye seraphs that -sniTOund the throne; 

TeJl bow his na'nie was through the*|)ahic'e1ctiOwi^ 

How warm his Zeal was, and how like your oivii^ 

Speak it aloud, let half ttie' nation hear. 
And bold blasphemers sfirink and. feat*: " ' * 

Impudent tongues! to blast a prophet's name! 

The poison sore was fetch'S from hell, 
Wh^e the old blasphemers dwell, 

To^Siht the purest diist, arid'blot the whitest fame ?. 

ImpUdertt tongues ! ^mrshotild be ilaned through^ 
Naii*d to your own black' mouths, and lie 
Useless aqd dead till Slander die, ' • ^" : ^ " 

Till Slander die withyouv '• - r. : , . 

i* •■" \ :.-'■■ ':.- VIII.- ' ■ • • ■ 

?«We saw him, said the ethereal throng, 
«* We saw his warin devotion rise;' ■ -" ' ' 
«* We heard the fervor of his cries; 
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•* And mix Ws ph^s^s with ouf song:, ' 
" We knew the secret flights of his retrag frotlTS,; , 
Nightly he wak'd his inward powet^, ' 
Young Israel rose 'to ^Vre§t^e with his- Cod, 
And with uncoftqtierM force scal'd '-tfit •celtstrafi 
tow'rs, ,v . . .. 't'ftft blood, 

««To reach the h^iShjr down fpf those tWs<)ii|ht 
*'Oft we,h^held thrThufide^rerVhand' *" ''v ^ 



• Tbo9gh bf was so ^naf anTpid. 3 mSifbtJ;jfJnh*i(^alfcmttie* . ^ 



^^ Sacked to ih^aiemory. of tbfiDEAi^. ^63 

•*Rais'd high to crush ih^.factious fQey. . .. 
•**And oft we ^aw the rolling vengeance stand 

*VDoubtful t* obey the drlad comman'd,' , 

•*%tf He h is ascending pray V \ipheld tlie falling bIow#^ 

Dra\^ the past scenes of thy delight, 
I^y muse, and bring .tke wondrous luan t^O ^ightt 

Place him surrounded as be stood 

With pious crowds, while from his tongqe. 
A.^^£r6am of- harmony ran soft along^ ' ' 
And every year drank in the flowing good: 

Softly it ran its silver way; - . 

Till warm devotion rals'd the current strong: . 
Then fervid zeai on the $«ireet deluge irode 

jliili^^jiftvejand glory, grace and joy, •• • 
Divinely roll'd promiscuous Qp the torrent .floddy 
And bore our raptur'd sehs« w^y» and tbougBtsand 
souls to God. . 1 "'. 

O might we dwell forever there! .. ' ; 

^o more return to breathe this grosser -a Jr^- > ' * 
This atmosphere-jOf sin^ caUmity and ciire. ,.; :.; 

X.-, ,. ■ ■/ r 
• ;• . / . • • 

But heavenly scenes soonjeave the sighl.'; •.. ..i 

While we belong to ciay, . '» '- \ ■ 
Passions of terror awtV delight, • r -^-^ v 

Demand alrerone sWap,. : , ;.; ;;:. u .,. . 

Behold the man whose jlwful voice ' > '^ i •' 

Could well proclaim thje fiery law. 

Kindle the flames that Moses saw,* , .: / . . , 

And swell the trumpet's wurlik^ nai.li?» - 
He stands the herald -lof. Ae tbfeac'-flii^c^kii?^,-:. • 
Lo, on his revererjdrbtow.the frowns. divii?ely rise. 
All Sinai 8 th undef on his tongue,;and HshtoiAfi \^^^ 

Round, the high roof the5Mjfies.0«w r -y feyes^; 

Distinguishing each gvfUijj%e^d> . ».. 
Far from th' unequal war^tV Atheist Sed^ 

• • • • > 
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His kfi^^cd;i^rowi .ttiU.p^rsuc»^ .^ \ 

His arrows "itrike the AiheUt thfoigljv ., 
And a*er hi^ .iQuio^c ^ w'rs ^^budciering horror iprf^«4»> ^ 
The marble b'eart grbao^ wUH^.^n invvard wound; 

Blaspheming souls of hardened steel 
Shriek ou]t ama;^^! 'at 'the n^w psmgs they fteU 

Ani.^ttuiA^ the. echoes of tbeisoatKL 

The Ipfty wretch arm'd aBd.array'd- 
In gaudy: inMftsiiiks, down hiy iiripious heiid^ ' 
Plunges in dark despair^ aod mingles, with' the dead* , 

Now, muse,^ assume a .softer »tTaiii» 
Novy sooth? the '^Snn^r's niging^ smsre^ 

Borrow of Gouge the womTrooii «t 
To calm the surging conscience and asaoafe tiiiepiW^ 

H4 from: a bleeding God;:' derives, 

isife/c:^ > thd ioul&that ' ^i)t hkd ^lai|i» ' 

And strait the dving rebel Jlver,' * 
The dead arlsVtgaiu;^ 

The op«n)fig ikfeii^ ^mostiobey >' 

Hii powerfiQP $0Dg i a betvealy tay 
A wake$ despair to light, anisheda.a chetfful dayi, . 

His wondVous. voice roUs back jtbe spheres. 

Recalls th^'ijeetffes of ancient yeiirs. 
To make the Saviour knowni 

Sweetly the flyiug charmer rove* \ 

Through all hts labours aadrhis Vovesi 
The anguish of hfe-cross, andtriumphs of bis ihrtoei.. 

, / XII. 

Come, he invitesr our feit to try^ 

The steep aWent of Calvary^ 
And sets "eh^'-fatsfl tree befori' our eye : 

Ke\>; h'erp efte^rfa! sorrow telghi; 

Rtidfc atfift^ifia fagged thorns lay by, 
Ting'a-^itb th^'crims6tt*'oF'Tedceming veins. 
In woTid'rous \Yords*he jh«*g the vital flood 
Where e^Peifr'sltiisVraVe'drGwn'd, 

Words fit to heal 5ud fit to wound, 



"Sharp is' the spear,.aadbalnfiy a$ il|9.>IiE),0^d^. . . 
, In His dUc0.ur$4 <tivin(i . . , . - 

'*AfVesh the puriHefouhtain flowed ;^ 
Ollr falling feah kept syiiipjithetic titfiel • 
And trickled to the ground, 
/ Whiie.ev^lacctebt give a doleful .Wiibd, 
Sad as'tHe breaking heartstrings of th* expiring G6£ 

• .• .xitr. - 

Do^n to the mansions of the dead. 
With trembling joy our souls are led. 

The captives df hij toii^ue; ' " ... 

There the dear prfnce of lift reclines his head, ' 

Darkness aitd'Shddes among.' ' ' . ' 
With pleasing horrdr' we survey . , ; 

The caverns df the tomb. 
Where the belovM Redeemer lay, ' ." 

And shed'n svVeet perfiitne. , . ' ' 

Hark, the old fearthqua!i6 rotirs agafrf 
In Googe^s VQice, "jand brealci the chai^ 
Of heavy death, aliil tends the tonlbs ; . ' 
The rising dm he d6mes, he cbiies, - . , '^ 
With throngs of wakrng'salhts,a'Ibiigtriuwphiflglratiiv 

See the bright sqd^drons oftj^e ^Icy, - . 
Downward^ onVTrtg^ of j6y knd haste they ^y, ' 
Meet iheir returnijig SoVereigiiyjind ajteb'^lji^ihigh* 

A shining cat the. Conqueror fills,' ■•''-- 
Form'd of a golden cloud ; 
Slowly the pbmjij mpyes ub the azure.hlljs* 

Old Satan foams and y^lls alpud» ' 
Anii iiiiawsth' eternal brass ttail?inds hirn tb the jv^^hcelt 
The opening gates of bliss receiye.jth'^'kiiigj; . * 

The Father God, smiles On his S<>n> 
Pays him the honours he has \fori, 
The lofty thrones Wore,^and little chCJ:ubs slpg;^ * 

Behold him on his nhtive throne, ' 

Drcw'd in new light, and beamy xob^S 



286 ■''■ • '' L\TilC POBrsfe, ■ HSok tih 

Glor^lslts fast upon his head ; 
His hand rolls on the seasons kiid the shining gtob^Sy 
Aad sways rhe living worlds and regions of the dead«^% 

XV. . ■ 

GQuge was his envoy to the realin beloW) 
VasC ^as hi; trust, and great his sItiU, 

Bright the credentials he could show. 
And thousands own*d the seal ; 

His hallow*d lips coujd well impart • 

The grace, the promise, and command: 
He koew the pity of Immahuers heart, 

'Aiid* terrors of Jehovah's hand. ; ' * 

How did our soujs start out to hear ^'*;' 

The embassies of love' he bare, 

^ While every ear in rapture hung . • 

Upon the charriiing wonders of his tongue! 
Life's busy ^sir^s a sacred silence bouitd . ,' - 

Attentipa stood with all her powers, . 
With fixe&^V^s ahd awe profouniiis 

CbainM to the pleasure of the soundj^ 

. . IJgr knew the flying hours. f 

. ' XVI. 

But, O my everl^isting grief! - 
lleav*n has recalfd his envoy from our eye«. 
Hence deluges of sorrow rise, 
Nor hope the impossible relief. ^ 
Ye remnants of the sacred tribe. 
Who feel .the loss, come share the smarc^ ..;. ^ 
And mix your groans with mine: ']\\(} 

Where is the tongue that can describe 
' lofinite things with equal art, 
Cfr'language so divine? 
Our passiorts want the heavenly flaroet 
AWnighty love breathes faintly in our songs. 
And awful threat'nings languish on our tongues » 
Howe is a great but single name; 

Amidst iht crowd b^ ^uu^i ^i^u« \ ' 
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Stands yet, but with his scarry pinions on, 
Brest for the flight, and ready to be gone, 
Kcernal God, command bis stay. 
Stretch the dear months of his delay ; 
Owe could wish his age were one immortal day! 

But when the flaming chariots come. 
And shining guards t' attend the prophet home, 

. Amidst a thousand weeping eyes. 
Send an EHsha down, a soul of equal size, 
dk burn this worthless globe, and cake us to the sides* " 
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